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Forward 


You may wonder: “What’s the point of reading a book about a small 
anarcho-pop-punk band in Paris from 2007 to 2020? What’s the fucking 
point? Why am I wasting my fucking life spending time with you fucking 
losers?” 


Good question, glad you asked. Let me explain: 


Most bands are like us, most bands never even get the faintest sniff of 
commercial success so why not show what it’s like for most people? Most 
of the interesting things happen to groups before they get famous anyway. 
After they get famous, it becomes a job. Why do you want to read about 
some rich fucker’s day job anyway? (Even if it’s, admittedly, a pretty cool 
job). Another reason is that music, like all art, is not a game of individuals 
and stars. Music is collaborative and only occurs within a music scene. 
Bands only get good by listening to what other bands are doing and playing 
together and working together to improve the scene for everyone. Sure, 
people like to focus on stars like Mick Jagger or Bono but the creative input 
of these fuckwits and cunts is extremely limited compared to the thousands 
of people putting in the work and creativity into an entire music scene every 
single day. It’s the hard work and collective creativity of people in a music 
scene that is behind the creation of the music that you love so why not read 
about their lives instead of a few parasites on the very top? 


Like the history of the human race itself, art is often bottom up instead of 
top down. Don’t let anyone tell you differently. ‘They’re just trying to fuck 
with your minds, people! 


Great musical ideas sprout in a music scene and slowly filter through it. I 
can’t count the number of interviews of stars when they say something like: 
“The idea just came to me in a flash of inspiration” or some such bollocks. 
The new ideas work their way through the music scene through hundreds 
of musicians’ blood, sweat and tears and when they finally make their way 
into a star’s head, she/he runs off to tell a journalist that they just had some 
kind of fucking “divine inspiration” or something like that! A famous band 
might do something cool but it may have taken months or years for that 


idea to permeate into their “idea space” even though the public (and often 
historical) perception is that they may have “invented” it. 


My counselors at the unemployment office in Liverpool started me off 
down this road of thought. The first was an old black man who had played 
in bands who supported the Beatles. He explained that whatever the black 
support bands would play would end up on the next Beatles record! ‘The 
next counselor played in a Frank Zappa cover band and explained how 
when Zappa played with John Lennon, suddenly his song ended up on 
the next Lennon record and was subsequently praised (to this day) for its 
groundbreaking new sound. They taught me to work hard and to support 
my music scene because it’s the right thing to do and is just the reality of 
how art works in our species. I’m not taking anything away from people’s 
creativity. Far from it. We’re a better species than people think and creativity 
is much more abundant than critics and historians would like to believe. 
Every corner of this world is full to bursting with people as creative as 
anyone you can think of. It’s a fantastic thing to see. This is a book about 
that bubbling, ultra-creative underground that is so often overlooked. 


I hope that people reading this get a little bit of the feeling of what the 
Paris underground scene is (or was) like. I hope they get a whiff of the 
seething, bubbling creative soup of the Paris rock scene. I hope that the 
visceral madness of being in a band comes across. I hope the feeling of 
playing sweaty concerts in some of the dirtiest bars in France comes across. 
I hope that people reading this will see that being in an anarcho-punk band 
is awesome, batshit crazy, heartbreaking, creative, hopeless, mindless and 
fun and want to go out and do it for themselves! 


Being in an anarcho-punk band, we’ve lived and seen things that MUST 
be shared with the outside world. Things that may be obvious to us but 
need underlining for people fumbling around in the fog of modern life. I 
NEEDED to write this book for those people! We have some serious truths 
that need sharing. 


Dropping some truth bombs 


We've been in real, functioning utopias many times in squats, DIY concerts 
and alternative festivals. We KNOW these utopias are absolutely fucking 
real because we’ve really been in them, lived it and taken part in them 
many times. I hope this book helps people see the truth of our troubled 


species. The truth that anarchist rock bands often see that others might 
not is that not only is the human race an extraordinarily lovely thing that 
deserves to be saved but we also see that it’s relatively easy for people to 
get together to save this planet. Not only can we do it but we can easily 
organise it and have time to party afterwards! Why do I say that? Because 
we've lived it! We’ve seen it in debates between activists before and after 
benefit concerts. We’ve seen it in the fraternity of self-management in 
squats. We’ve seen it in the fervent intelligence of free thinkers. We’ve seen 
it countless times when people act on an unstoppable, undeniable need to 
help each other against all the odds. ‘That’s true. Don’t let anyone tell you 
otherwise. Utopia isn’t just a buzzword. It’s real. 


Our band has gone through its fair share of terrible problems and horrors 
but in this book Pll show you a bit more of the positive side and the funny 
side of the anarcho-punk band experience. Why? Because it’s true! Music 
really does change the world! Music really is a positive force so I won’t 
dwell on our grubby problems. Music is like humanity itself: astonishingly 
transcendent and stunningly stupid. Also 2020 is so fucking, apocalyptically 
horrible that we can’t help but see every human story culminating in the 
nuclear fire of the pandemic. 


At the end of the book, we end up in the feverish nightmare that was the 
2020 pandemic. So the end of the book is pretty negative and laced with 
despair and righteous anger. So reading this book will also show a famous 
European country (France) becoming an unlivable nightmare. Sorry about 
that! Hey! I wish the book had a happy ending too! Believe me! 


Emma Goldman said something similar to: « If I can’t dance, I don’t 
want to be part of your revolution.» Pd add to that and say: « It’s not my 
revolution if I can’t laugh my arse off... whilst tearing down the system, of 
course!» 


Preface 


I grew up in Essex (apparently, as a baby, I played with Leeroy from the 
Prodigy a few times. The ultimate Essex Rave band. That’s real, bonafide 
Essex street cred right there by the way) and then we moved to a small 
town in Wales. My mum and my dad had a great record collection of 
everything from The Beatles all the way up to far out psychedelic stuff from 
the late seventies so I listened to every record in their collection. I didn’t 
really connect with very much until I stumbled upon my mum’s Velvet 
Underground records. Now that was a band that fascinated me. There 
was something profoundly dirty and rebellious about their music that was 
irresistible to me. The stories they wove with their words and music of a 
lost New York with Andy Warhol and a host of other depraved characters 
had me hooked. I started fantasising about living in a big city, surrounded 
by artists and bands. Being an artist living in a place full of artists became 
the goal of my life. Velvet Underground, the «proto-everything» band cast 
an irresistible spell across my entire life. Every tiny bit of music or art I’ve 
ever done is connected to the way those guys woke me up! 


In the 80s, my older cousin, David, lived, for a while, at the bottom of our 
garden in a caravan. He got me into 80s music like Duran Duran, Human 
League and all those bands. I sat in his caravan, listening to synth pop on 
his boombox. I loved all that 80s stuff but hid that fact from my parents 
with their 60s and 70s record collection. Every 80s record sounded like 
the soundtrack to some unmade (and incredibly immoral!) science fiction 
film. Every 80s pop record was infused with an infectious optimism. They 
sounded like the future! Even the Bladerunner soundtrack filled me with 
ecstatic excitement! He died a few years later in a tragic incident and I 
asked to have his Sony Walkman. I listened to so much music on that thing. 
It still works and I have it in a box somewhere. No, Sony didn’t pay me to 
say that! Listening to 80s music on a Walkman was mind-blowing... and 
still is ! 


Teenage years 


We moved to Wales when I was a teenager. My town, Lampeter, had a 
record shop called Hag’s Records where I could pick up where my parents’ 
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collection left off. They had loads of cool, underground records from the 
80s and 90s and for 20 quid, they let kids like me take records home to 
record them onto cassettes and then bring them back to exchange them for 
new ones. I did this almost every day for 3 years straight until ’'d gone from 
the Sex Pistols right through punk, new wave, indie, brit pop, trip hop, lo fi, 
hip hop, grunge, industrial, techno, drum’n’bass all the way to Nine Inch 
Nails and Radiohead. ‘Thanks Mr Hag! ‘That changed my life and gave me 
a feeling for music spread across every genre and style that you can’t learn 
in any music school. Still, like every kid my age, my favourite bands were 
Nirvana and Green Day. Of course! 


I managed to get into Liverpool John Moores University to study Creative 
Writing with Literature, Life and Thought. I wrote poetry and performed 
in cafes and poetry meetings around the city. It was much, much, much less 
cool than the beat poetry nights that I had imagined Lou Reed attending in 
New York. Still, it was a good start I suppose. The average age of the girls 
in the poetry nights was about 65 and that was OK but I wanted to connect 
with a slightly younger demographic! Can you blame me?! 


I got a position with the student newspaper as a music journalist and 
started receiving all the latest records to review and going to local concerts 
to check out the scene. My best friend was Paul Bartly, a metal head 
that really knew his shit and listened to everything from Slayer to the 
weirdest techno imaginable like Aphex ‘Twin or Squarepusher. He could 
play bass too! Bonus! He bought a 4-track tape recorder and we started 
working on sonic experiments together. I combed the second-hand shops 
of Liverpool and found a Vester ‘Telecaster (a German-made copy of a 
classic American electric guitar), a DX21 digital synth from the 80s and 
a big 150watt Laney guitar amplifier from the 80s. I took a bit of money 
out of a student loan to pay for them. I still have the guitar, the amp and 
even the fucking student loan that’s grown considerably 24 years later! Pl 
never pay that damn thing off! 


Guitar Hero 


I struggled a little with chords and scales. «Ill never be able to play 
anything,» I said, «?’'m giving up.» 

«Fuck all that chord shit,» said my mate Paul, «Look. ‘This is a bar chord. 
You move it up and down the neck and then you can play any rock song 
in the world!» 
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After a month of trying the power chord (the power chord only uses two 
strings - the bar chord was, and still is, too difficult), I finally got it and I’ve 
not looked back since then! In fact, I haven’t even progressed at all! 


With my guitar in hand, I started to look up how to play all the songs I 
loved on new sites that started popping up on the internet that had all 
the world’s popular music transcribed. I was disappointed to discover that 
I wouldn’t be able to play any of them with the skills that I had. None! 
Damn! However, after a while I started to see that my favourite bits of 
songs (the choruses obviously) were often pretty easy to play. The catchy 
bits of songs used strong chords that still worked well when played simply 
as power chords (with the third removed, if you’re interested) and with 
copious amounts of distortion on an electric guitar, they all sounded cool. 
Bonus! Even Stevie Wonder and Prince songs fell into this category. Great! 
Maybe I could play guitar in a band after all! 


Although I do understand music theory and have even learnt it at 
music school now, I hardly ever let music theory dictate anything that I 
do. Remember folks, creativity doesn’t necessarily come with technical 
musicianship. Songwriting comes from an entirely different part of the 
brain from the bit that helps you learn scales, notes and that stuff. Song 
ideas often bubble up from your unconscious mind or childish dreams. So 
in order to write songs, I have to empty my mind and let ideas come into 
it. Unfortunately, I can’t keep music theory AND creativity in my head 
at the same time! Some musicians can keep all that stuff in their heads 


and access their creativity simultaneously. Most of them play in the band 
Radiohead! 


Let’s Make Some Noise! 


So picture the scene: it’s the 90s. Three 18-year-old friends at university 
in adjacent rooms. I was playing guitar in my room and my two friends 
Paul and Paul (2 Pauls!) were playing music. One was playing metal bass, 
and the other Paul was mixing happy hardcore (a kind of English techno 
popular in the 90s) on his decks. 

We all opened our doors and stepped into the hall. 

«Holy shit! Let’s jam together.» 

«Good idea!» 

So we turned up our respective instruments and played together in the 
corridor. What a glorious noise! 


It didn’t work out though. We couldn’t decifer how to play along with the 
happy hardcore. What key was it in? What chord changes were happening? 
How could we control the song structures? All these questions were beyond 
our grasp at the time! 


Me and Paul (the bassist Paul) continued to work together. We realised 
that we could use his PC to make noise! (It was the start of soft synths and 
beatboxes - I think the synth was called VAZ or Rubberduck or something 
like that.) Paul had a 4-track tape machine so we put | track of computer 
drums and synths, | track of bass, 1 track of guitar and | track of vocals. 
4 tracks! 


I’ve gotta say that the tape sounded pretty awful. I went through a hole 
in the fence of the abandoned theme park near Aigburth in Liverpool. A 
crazy place. I took a bag of magic mushrooms and listened to the demo 
on my cousin’s Sony Walkman. It sounded amazing! Yeah! Maybe I should 
continue with music after all! Towards the end of the last song my listening 
experience was rudely interrupted by a monstrous guard dog that may or 
may not have actually existed. I ran home and fried some potatoes while I 
dreamed about the song I would eventually write in the future. 


So the 4-track tape didn’t really do it for us so we investigated the very first 
soft synths and drum machines that would work on PC and an early attempt 
at a digital audio workstation called Cool Edit Pro with infinite tracks! Bye 
bye 4-track problems! 

You could import and treat samples until they sounded completely 
unrecognisable! This stuff was mind-blowing back in those days. (Shit! I 
used Cool Edit Pro right up to 2004 and it still rocks!) A new musical world 
was opening up before us? 


We were constantly pushing the limits of what a computer could do and it 
really was a brave new world at that time because there were no internet 
forums on this stuff because we were literally among the first to try to record 
hybrid music with no studio equipment or even a proper sound card! 


Queen’s Gambit 
I fell in love with chess when I was a boy and became obsessed with 
the game. It’s a fantastically complicated game. The violence that you 


experience in chess is truly terrifying. Much worse than playing rock songs 
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in front of hundreds of people. I won the under-18 chess championship in 
my area when I was about 16 or so. I quickly realised that to become truly 
good at chess, I’d need to work hard at it for a few decades. A tempting 
proposition but I never seriously played chess again after that day. It’s such 
an amazingly hard game to get good at that it’s almost completely out of 
reach for anyone without putting in thousands of hours of work. Fuck that. 


The Velvet Underground and Lou Reed had shown me another fantastically 
complex thing to dream about. I threw myself into poetry and became a 
ferocious thief of the beat poets. I felt like a fraud stealing all their ideas 
again and again but I pushed on with it anyway. Writing lyrics to imaginary 
songs was like chess. It’s possible for a beginner to do something beautiful 
but it can be infinitely difficult too. Everyone just has to admit that it’s 
something that you get better doing after years of hard work. 


With the few artists that I had produced demos for, I realised that mixing 
and music production was also at least as complicated as any chess game. 
Every button push or change can affect the entire song and has the potential 
to destroy it all. Producing a record is like playing the chess game for the 
championship whilst organizing the entire chess tournament and managing 
the delicate psychology of the participants simultaneously! What I’m saying 
is that it’s a challenge. It’s also fun and is one of the most fantastically 
complicated jobs in the world. Balancing art, music, technology, psychology, 
pragmatism and problem solving? And it’s also great fun. It can be stressful 
and I feel real physical pain about all the mistakes Pve made and the records 
that Pve ruined by making them but hey, it’s all part of the learning process! 
Be fearless! Make mistakes! It’s the only way to get better! 


So here I am, 23 years later and I still feel like a beginner in this music 
game and I still try to learn a new thing about music and music production 
every damn day. 


Flight of Icarus 


I went to Greece for a year to study at a Greek university in 1998 or 99 or 
something. I went with my trusty Telecaster and a Zoom 505 effects pedal. 
I remember playing covers of Barbie Girl by Aqua and Dammit by Blink 
182 in a cafe (Pd discovered Blink 182’s first two records and reviewed 
Dude Ranch for the student magazine. I had given them a good review. I 
had no idea that they were becoming popular though!). I enjoyed playing 
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guitar in the local bar. I now knew that performing live could be a fun thing 
to do too. Maybe Id like to do that! 


I lent my guitar to a local, Albanian Dire Straits cover band. It was tricky 
getting it back though... but all the adventures I had in Greece... Well, 
that’s another story! ‘That could be another book! 


So there we were back in Liverpool a year later, in the very late 90s 
hanging out in my mate Paul’s room marvelling at how awesome the new 
possibilities of recording on computers was. We decided to make a real 
album. We plugged our guitars into the crappy sound card at the back of 
the computer and away we rocked. 


My First Album 


We were determined to use everything that technology could do at the 
time. We used every effect available to its extreme conclusion - including 
adding subliminal brainwaves to certain songs! (What ever became of 
THAT technology?) We used early software synths, and drum machines, 
and LOADS of crunchy 8-bit samples (those were the days!). 

After about a year of hard work and discovery we had an otherworldly 
sounding album on our hands. One part Aphex ‘Twin, one part Pitchshifter 
+ Atari Teenage Riot and one part sonic experimentation and sick twisted 
industrial stuff - it still stands as the piece of music ’m most proud of. 


You can download the album for free here: 
http://www.jamendo.com/en/album/41151 





I got my girlfriend at the time, Paula McCool (yes, that was her real name), 
to listen to it (she had some kind of top 40 hit 10 or 11 years back apparently 
but Pve never heard it). She burst out laughing. «It’s poo!» she said, «It’s a 
total piece of unlistenable poo!» 


What the hell were we going to do with our masterpiece? 


So we decided to name our group «Dummycrusher» after the Kerbdog 
song. Right! We had a record that we knew was crazy good and a band 
name we quite liked. What next? It sounded like Aphex ‘Twin mixed with a 
lo-fi grunge band. ‘That was fucking cool so [made 5 CDRs and sent them to 
John Peel, Virgin records and the local radio station. (Virgin records liked it, 
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incredibly! Wouldn’t sign us though...) [remember I was on the bus listening 
to the radio on my walkman when they played our song, LOBA. I lept to my 
feet and shouted: «Its my song on the fucking radio!» Some people raised 
their eyebrows so I apologised and sat the fuck back down again. 


The local radio station invited us in for a 3-song session. Awesome! One 
of my ambitions was to swear on the radio. Did it! Hell yeah! It was very 
exciting. The DJ said that I was «a natural» with that stuff! 


My mate Paul had to leave Liverpool to go back to Bournemouth so the 
band was royally screwed. I was getting lots of good feedback but it would 
be difficult to continue. Paul had the computer with all the music in it! Shit! 


I received an invitation for a meeting with the top Liverpool music manager 
Pete Burns from Dead or Alive. You know, the band with that song that 
goes: «You spin me right round baby right round like a record baby right 
round right round.» Yes, that one! He loved the music and told me to make 
more! Damn! What was I to do now? No computer and no way to make 
the electronic music I now loved so much. 


I bought myself a sampler (a Yamaha SU700 - a toy by today’s standards 
but amazing for the time and it still works perfectly) and recruited a bunch 
of crazy people. All I had to do was write some new songs! 


L asked everyone I knew to get involved with the new Dummycrusher band. 
I needed to turn the Dummycrusher project into a functioning live band. 
Pete Burns had told me to strap myself to a mixing desk, make a great 
record, get together a cool live band. Easier said than done. 

I took care of electric guitar, vocals and programming the sampler. 

My mate Dave did live bass. 

My landlord and friend Alex played the synthesiser 

Leo did noise, noise, and more electronic noise. 

Little Dave did screamed hardcore vocals. 

Yet another Dave did some DJ-style noise for us on some gigs. 

For the first gig, a French guy, Clement shouted «ooh laa ooh laa ooh laa 
laa» in French for a cover version of Houla La by Ludwig Von 88. See! I 
already had an afhnity for French punk! 


I was helping to do up Alex’s house so he let us have a room to practice 
in. (It would be some years before I really mastered the SU700 sampler - 
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unfortunately.) Was it chaos? Well, it could have been a lot worse! Alex later 
bought a Korg MS2000 and became our keyboard player. 


Our first gig was at a really cool punk pub called Guinans in Liverpool. We 
set up our gear, loaded up the sampler and rocked the first song. OK. I then 
had to load up the second song into the sampler using 3.5-inch disks. I read 
my poetry whilst swapping disks to fill the awful silence while the sampler 
slowly ate up the data for the next song. 

The skinheads in the audience got really pissed off and started shouting 
about «fucking students ruining the punk scene». Oh shit! 

The concert continued and we started to get death threats... 


Luckily, the lovely guys from Liverpool bands like Dropout, Doolittle, 
Bath time inga, Flamingo 50, Mugstar, Crocodile God, Kling Klang and 
Zombina and the Skeletones liked our schtick and defended us so we 
survived and went on to play lots of other concerts! Thanks guys! Yay! 


So where were we? 


Ah yes, Dummycrusher had survived their first concert and we started 
getting loads more gigs. We did everything we could to make the songs 
seem more exciting than they were. I would jump around the stage with an 
«Altern8» rave get-up. That means overalls and a mask with an E written 
on it. ’'d never even tried ecstasy! 


I bought a hard disk recorder to avoid the loading times. It still wasn’t 
easy to do those gigs. The songs weren’t really up to much at that period 
and we were pretty ambitious. Knowing our limits and developing a 
good, solid sound were not even on the agenda! It’s really hard to do live 
electronic music. You have to plug in loads of midi cables and at the time 
the technology was always on the edge of failure. 


Pete Burns said that I was mad to try to do it live and that the Prodigy and 
the Chemical Brothers just put a tape on and mimed! 


We did our best though, and we played some good shows at ‘The Masque, 
O’Neills and Magnet. Inevitably, we had some atrocious technical 
difficulties and some disastrous concerts! 

We had a shit concert at the Lomax supporting the equally awful Robots in 
Disguise (who did develop a small cult following eventually), the day after 
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Blur had played there. Man did that place look empty with about four 
people there! 


We played a wake at Zanzibar Club, and when I picked up a power drill 
and started drilling into my guitar, they politely told us to «fuck off» or we'd 
be «fucking dead». The club owner threw us a fiver for a taxi and told us 
to get out. 


The security guard at O’Neills was pretty perplexed by the whole drill 
thing too now I come to think about it. 


We had the plug pulled on us at the Hanover Hotel. That was great in 
hindsight because the audience were actually ENJOYING the show! 
Amazing! Maybe the band were going places! 

My fave gig was probably the Halloween concert we did with Kling Klang 
and Zombina and the Skeletones at Magnet mainly because the audience 
really went to town on their costumes. I just wrapped myself in bacofoil and 
hoped for the best! It all rypped off and went everywhere! Leo’s «Misfits» face 
paint is still smeared over the equipment all these years later! 


Did I promise that? 


Imoved to France more by accident than design. Apparently I had promised 
my French girlfriend of the time that we would move to France after a year 
in Liverpool. I don’t remember that discussion but a deal’s a deal I suppose 
even though, on reflection, I didn’t even like my girlfriend very much. I was 
sad to break up the band but I wanted to be a man of my word. 


In France, a friend of my girlfriend’s, Marine, was actually pretty cool and 
said I should form a band with one of her friends, Stephan. So we formed 
‘Tchiki Boum. Which were a pretty good rock band. We sounded a bit like a 
slightly gothic Franz Ferdinand except none of those types of bands existed 
yet so we were a little bit ahead of the times. ‘chiki Boum kicked me out 
of the band (even though I wrote the songs!) and I had left my girlfriend so 
Marine suggested that I should meet her friend, Julie. Julie and I moved in 
together and eventually got married and had kids. 


Here’s one of the Dummycrusher records that you can listen 
to so you can hear for yourself the stuff from that time: 
http://www.jamendo.com/fr/album/41247 
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CHAPTER 1 
Conspiracy 





https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album/conspiracy 


Long lwe the anarchist revolutionaries! 


So here I am, going through the torture of Covid 19 pandemic lockdown. 
The kids running around the apartment, screaming and I don’t blame 
them, money worries starting to pile up, not much work on the horizon, 
governments getting extremely authoritarian, the media changing their 
minds every five minutes about what’s going on and sometimes just outright 
lying presumably for a quick laugh. Don’t they realize that a pandemic is 
a stressful time and they shouldn’t be fucking with my nerves so much. 
People have limits! What could possibly calm me down right now? I know! 
I think Pll go through the story of our entire discography and our band 
record by record: one for each chapter. Here goes nothing! Are you ready? 
Let’s go! 
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Our first record was called Conspiracy or Conspiracies Rock My World 
or Long Live the Anarchist Revolutionaries depending on which version 
you got and was produced in 2006. I recorded it in the basement studio of 
Morgand from the 80s French band, Les Avions. It was a cool place in the 
14th arrondissement of Paris. You’d walk into the courtyard of a pretty old 
Parisian building and there you 

have to find a little door. Go down the stairs into a dark basement and there 
you'll find loads of cool music equipment and fun stuff. Yes, it’s like Alice 
in Wonderland! 


Iwas producing a string of records for some French bands like Underground 
Railroad, NMA, First Part and Flashing on Bright and was renting out the 
studio from time to time to record noisy stuff there. Recording my own 
stuff was kind of an afterthought because I saw how much fun the bands 
were having recording there. I would write songs for myself when I wasn’t 
producing records for other people. 


My girlfriend, Julie, and I would laugh all night at the conspiracy videos 
on a young site called, You ‘Tube so it was a good idea for a song. The 
other songs were mostly the results of other things that made me laugh. 
Princess Mononoke came from a night of laughing at the craziest Japanese 
stereotypes. Hey! The song is actually full of my love for Japan so the 
stupid genesis of it is drowned out by a genuine love for all things Japanese. 
Anyway, Julie said I should make a real band now I’d made some good 
songs... so I did! I promised myself that the band would be entirely against 
all forms of logic and common sense. 


The first drummer 


I asked my friend Jerome from Flashing On Bright (also the brother of JB 
from the mighty Underground Railroad) to play drums and we recorded 
all the songs quickly in a day. Some of the worst errors made us laugh 
and became part of the songs. Guillaume from Henchman (check them 
out!) and a few other people helped me with some overdubs. My girlfriend 
helped out with vocal overdubs. I mixed it quickly on Cool Edit Pro at 
home and started giving CDRs to people. 


Polydor were interested in the song Princess Mononoke but I thought 
they were talking about the CDR of Underground Railroad that I’d given 


them. The guy came to the next Underground Railroad concert and this 
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aristocratic kid (French record labels are ruled by dozy rich kids) said, «How 
come they’re not playing Princess Mononoke? That’s their best song!». Oh 
fuck! Woops! I excused myself and got the fuck out of there! Damn! ’'m 
dumb! 


There was an immediate reaction (even among people I did respect 
- obviously NOT that A and R guy but Julie liked it so I continued the 
adventure) so I knew I had to make a band. I decided to make the band 
using my gut feelings and avoiding logic altogether to see what would 
happen. 


Let’s get this band going! 


My friend Laurent (aka Rudi Pourri) was recruited on bass because of our 
mutual love of Bikini Kill and Sleater Kinney. He was and is as crazy as 
I was and also formed a Franco-Brazilian indie band called Udigrudi, in 
whish I played bass. I found the guitarist through a fabulous group called 
«No Punk No Reggae». It turned out the guitarist of No Punk No Reggae 
had a brother called Ben, I had a deranged notion that lo-fi pop punk 
genius was hereditary. That was all I needed! I called him up and said 
he was in the band. He said he didn’t know me and pointed out that just 
because his brother could play, it didn’t mean that he could. I said I didn’t 
give a flying fuck about all that nonsense and he was in the fucking band. 
He showed up to a practice and we booked a gig! He could just about play 
guitar. He was a great visual artist though and drew the front cover! I said 
«Fuck! Nice cover, dude, we need to put the record out now!» I found a 
dodgy company that paid for half the CD manufacture costs in return 
for god-fucking-knows-what and we had the record in our hands! They’re 
still ripping us off to this day because the record sold out all 1000 copies, 
became a MySpace hit, was downloaded 100 000 times and was on videos 
that added up to about 2 million views on YouTube. You can get 2 million 
views wiping your arse on You ‘Tube these days but back then, it was a lot. 


Legal stuff 


I got menacing letters from lawyers representing the French artist Dorothée 
who I'd unconsciously ripped off for the song La Menteuse. I heard the « 
00000 la menteuse elle est amoureuse » rhyme as a traditional children’s 
song. (It probably isn’t but it certainly could be... Who knows!) I told them 
it was in the public domain and they could kiss my motherfucking arse! 
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They could see that they were dealing with a mad man or a gibbering idiot 
and left it there. 


Then Russian punk kids started pirating the record on the internet and 
I said, «That’s a good idea!» and put it up on all the Creative Commons 
websites for everyone to download for free. That was a good move because 
we got a lot of fans from that decision and lots of underground radios 
started playing the record. Years later we’d have a hundred thousand 
downloads and get to headline the Creative Gommons festival in Cologne 
Germany. 


Lalso gave the record to an Indonesian punk label called Stoneage Records. 


Cool! 


One day about 4 years ago, I tried to trace who was getting our royalties 
for that record. I found that a company registered in Lebanon owned them 
now and... I gave up! Fuck it! 


‘Tune in for the next chapter to hear about when we started playing live and 


releasing other records. That’s when things got really crazy! I don’t know if 
I can even capture the madness of that time... but Pll try! 
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CHAPTER 2 
Madonna is a Corporate Whore 





https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album/ 


madonna-is-a-corporate-whore-ep 





Talk of revolution 

A people’s revolution 

Appeals to me! 

And I say... 

Chomsky says wt and it’s right on! 
Chomsky says wt and it’s right there! 


The next record we released was called Madonna Is Corporate Whore. A 
4-track EP that had 3 of our songs (Chomsky changed my life, Madonna is 
a corporate whore, We Kiss We Kiss) and a cover of Goofy’s Concern by 
the Butthole Surfers. 
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I had booked our first concert after about three rehearsals. In my previous 
band, ‘Tchiki Boum, we practised for a year before booking shows only to 
discover that playing live was the real test and was nothing like rehearsing 
and we’d wasted a dawn year! [chiki Boum liked to scheme and plan. That 
didn’t really help that much so with Louis Lingg and the Bombs I tried to 
go as far in the other direction as I could and see if things 

held together! ‘Take big chances and let the chips fall where they may! 
Make decisions from gut feelings, not logic. 


Drummer 2 


Jerome had to leave the band to move so we needed a new drummer. Ben 
brought his friend, Nico, into the band to play drums. Nico laughed a 
lot and understood that we were flying blind a little bit and played the 
game! Good guy! I had also asked Clem Fresh (aka Clem Phlegm) to play 
keyboards. Clem was from a band that I produced called Foxglove. They 
were an excellent band. Clem had a great taste in music and a good record 
collection so she was an obvious choice. 

A sacred pact was formed! We really were partners in crime! We had 
slightly different musical tastes but shared a certain idea of sticking out 
and doing things differently. 


Our first gigs 


Our sound drifted away from pop-punk towards garage punk rock (don’t 
resist the way the wind blows, man! Just let things happen!), and we started 
playing concerts pretty much straight away. I can’t really remember our first 
gigs but we had no time so obviously you can imagine that perfectionism 
wasn’t high on the list of priorities! I also believed in keeping the stage 
shows unpredictable and crazy (and I still do). Luckily the band and the 
audiences were very nice about it! If you remember our first concerts, tell 
me what they were! Thanks! I suspect one of them was a party for the 
Mexican Day of the Dead at Mexico House at the International University 
in Paris. Sounds crazy and [’m pretty sure that it was complete craziness. 
We might have played with Udigrudi and Laura E (aka Laura Llorens) but 
we may have played there twice so I might be mixing up gigs! 


One of our craziest concerts around that time was at my wedding! Julie 
and I decided to get married so we could have a huge party! (Remember 


that she had told me to form the band.) I booked Foxglove, Underground 
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Railroad, Richard from Ricky Spontane and Louis Lingg and the Bombs 
to play! Yes, I organised the wedding of the century with a festival load 
of bands to play and with Alexi Lipstick playing records (the best rock DJ 
in Paris at that time), it was pure insanity! Nico and I spent a whole day 
transporting alcohol to the wedding. Industrial amounts! So it was mental! 
My Friend Marine did some vocals with us for a few minutes and the mix 
of male/female vocals worked well live and was definitely the missing piece 
of our sound. After all, there’s nothing worse than bands with too many 
men in them! My mind started thinking... Who would be the greatest lead 
singer ever that we could get for the band? 


Another highlight of this period was playing in a tiny bar called the Omadis 
filled with balloons for a Parisian TV show called Mutant TV. We did our 
soundcheck without Nico. 

I called him: «Where are you man, we’ve got our soundcheck?!» 

He responded: «Oh, what time is it? ’m at Parc Asterix, an hour at least 
from Paris!» 

I responded predictably: «Oh fuck!» 

We recorded an interview with Mutant TV that night but they decided 
not to use any of the live footage. Too chaotic or something. They kept 
the interview but recorded the live footage at another concert we did a 
few weeks later at the Klub. I don’t even remember that gig but it was wild 
and Benoit from the group Savon Tranchand says it’s the best concert he’s 
been to in his life! Benoit would go on to book us at a cool, art rock festival 
a year later. 


This Machine Kills Fascists 


We received an offer to play in a bar called Le Local. Something seemed 
slightly off about the email so I decided to research the bar and the sender. 
That’s something I'd never normally do. Normally, just book us and we’ll 
play! Just like in Wayne’s World 2! Pm glad I did the research because 
it turns out that bar was a neo-nazi bar owned by Batskin, a murdering 
psychopath who was the leader of a neo-nazi group called The Third 
Way (Troisieme Voie). I read on the internet that he was called «Batskin» 
because he beat immigrants to death with a baseball bat and he always 
got away with it because his mum was a judge and his dad was a civil 
servant so he was untouchable. He still is today but he does pop up again 
in a later chapter. What? Yes, that’s some heavy, dark shit right there. Paris 
has some dark and creepy stuff going under the surface. They’d book new 
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punk bands hoping to recruit desperate artists while they were young and 
impressionable. Fuck that! I asked Ben how to refuse the booking. «Very 
politely,» he said. 


Let’s go to the farm! 


So I felt that the band needed to record four of our new songs so we booked 
a session to record without being fully ready. Our second record was 
recorded at the Ferme De La Justice, a recording studio that I had worked 
at producing records for NMA and Kings of Conspiracy. I absolutely loved 
that place. It doesn’t exist anymore but it was an amazing place. Built in half 
of an old farm building south of Paris. It was cobbled together with found, 
recycled and stolen equipment. It was filled up with nick-nacks, obscure 
crackly equipment, and old records. Jean Phi Bionaz built it and used his 
job on the flea markets of Paris to find really cool little details for the studio. 
It was all faded 70s wallpaper, nicotine stains and old 60s multicoloured toys 
everywhere. Awesome. Jean Phi was one of the real characters of the Paris 
scene at that time and inspired a lot of people and went on to create one of 
the best French festivals, La Ferme Electrique. His hair stood up high on his 
head and he had cool sideburns. He also played in the post punk band ‘Tue 
Pogo E64 which were completely bonkers live. Anyway, I loved that place 
and still love all those people. Those people from the Ferme de la Justice 
showed me that France was and 1s a great place for music! It’s just that good 
music and knowledgeable music fans like those guys are pushed so far to the 
edge of society that they’re almost invisible to many people. 


In between listening to old vinyl records of French punk bands, we recorded 
Chomsky Changed My Life, Goofy’s Concern, We Kiss We Kiss (which is 
a love song about how I was falling in love with my girlfriend, Julie. It still 
stands up as one of the only truly honest love songs that I’ve ever written), 
and Madonna is a Corporate Whore, which is basically a rip-off of an 
old Madonna new wave song. Madonna was pissing me off at the time. I 
was a big fan of Madonna’s music but she kept on being a very annoying 
fake revolutionary in public. Fuck! Yeah, I took that personally! Anyway, it 
made me laugh so it was on the fucking record! 

We recorded the songs live and played some overdubs and I then went 
home with files to mix. The sounds were scrappier and tinnier than the 
previous record. Very difficult to mix with the half broken old computers 
of the time but it kind of worked within the context of the garage rock vibe 
we were in at the time. You can hear that the songs have good ideas! ‘That 
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record was thrown off a few websites because its cover offended people. 
Here we were in 2007 and people were offended enough by blasphemous 
imagery that they complained about and got us banned from some 
download sites. Crazy! 


The cover was done by my friend Doris Lanzmann who went on to make 
the films Furry/Furie and Royan La Rage that both used our music. She 
formed a pretty cool electro band a year after called Mister Hyde and her 
film, Royan La Rage got some traction in the festival scene and was shown 
in art-house cinemas in France and around the world. 


Listening back to the record, I can hear the distinctive voice of a woman on 
Goofy’s concern which means that there was, already, effectively, a female 
singer in the band... Who could that be? Who is this mysterious singer on 
the record? 
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CHAPTER 3 
Radio Konstroy Acoustic Session 
and Fucked Up Interview Type Thing 
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I first met Juliette in a bar in Paris called the Truskel before the band even 
existed. We were dancing to rock music (probably Alexi Lipstick ‘cos he 
was the best DJ in Paris). She was awesome and cool and charismatic. She 
lived in London so her English was great. She was also an actress so she 
understood performing. She was going back to London but had already 
changed my life without me even knowing it yet. When Louis Lingg and 
the Bombs started, she came back from London and things were starting 
to click in place in my mind. She was the piece that the band was missing! 


Juliette sang on a few songs on the first few records. I can’t remember her 
first concert with us exactly? I think that she was already in the band from 
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the very beginning but she couldn’t come to the concert at my wedding. We 
used to always position Juliette in the centre of the stage. Even though at 
the time she just sang backing vocals, we always knew that lead vocals was 
the final objective though. Gradually we would no longer be known as «the 
band with the crazy English dude» but became «the band with the bouncy 
girl singer jumping around!». ‘That took a few years though! 


Drummer 3 


Nico needed to leave the band. I don’t remember why. I have a feeling he 
had to go to Australia to live or study or something. My memory is hazy. 
We were chaotic and things were pretty mad sometimes. Sometimes we’d 
play packed bars with 30 people (seemed like a lot to me) and sometimes 
there would be like four people including the barman! I don’t blame him 
for leaving. 


We needed a new drummer... One of the most insane concerts ever in all of 
history was Punish Yourself at a squat party near Nation in 2003 or 2004. 
I was playing synth in an old punk band called In Vitro. We were one of 
the support bands but the best support band by far were Les Troglodytes. 
One of the best French techno-punk bands ever. Goths and punks were 
going crazy everywhere! Drug use and outrageous nudity were in every 
dark corner and a naked old man was rolling round on stage. Things went 
completely bonkers when Punish Yourself played and the naked old man 
climbed on top of a cage on the stage and started fucking the bars. 


A rock band is only as good as its drummer. What’s the secret to a great 
sounding bass? A great drummer! What’s the secret to great sounding 
guitars? A great drummer! ‘The drummer always determines the level of 


the band. 


So years later I tracked down the drummer of the Troglodytes and told him 
he was in the motherfucking band. He had quit music and was now living 
a quiet life with his girlfriend and his dog out of Paris but agreed to join the 
band anyway. Fuck it. He left his girlfriend and was in the band! Even though 
he hadn’t played drums for a while, he immediately doubled the speed of 
our songs and took them in new and unexpected rhythmic directions. It was 
like injecting pure adrenalin into your fucking eyeball! In two rehearsals, he 
had completely overhauled our sound and took us to another level. It was 
almost impossible to keep up with him. He was charismatic and sucked us all 
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into the tornado of his madness. He played like an insane and glitchy drum 
machine. The garage rock vibe was out of the window and hyperactive 
glitch punk rock was in! Oh yeah! He took the name Gilbertmuda and was 
a force of nature. Gilbertmuda was a contradictory kind of guy. If you said 
«up,» he would say «dowm». I liked him a lot! 


Rocking the scene! 


So the band now had an unpredictable frontman (at least I try to be) 
and an unpredictable drummer. Great formula for madness. What could 
go wrong? We played a string of concerts at a bar called the Saphir 21 
and the Zorba. I started setting up gigs for touring and foreign bands 
who’d normally skip playing in Paris so they were OK with playing small 
basement bars with us. ‘The Zorba were good to us that year. It was a stinky 
beer stained hole, but at least they were happy to host mental punk stuff. 
We kept the door money plus they gave us 10 percent of the bar. With 300 
bucks we could actually pay touring bands! 


We met some cool people and played with some really really great bands. 
You know what? That did us the world of good! We started fighting to 
get better. We needed to raise our game. That period really made us a 
street fighting band. Energy, spectacle, stupid pranks and even more energy 
managed to scrape us through. When playing with great bands, we needed 
to do everything we could just to keep up. 

Other highlights of this time include playing a concert organised by the 
Ferme De La Justice in a squatted factory complex called the CAES (one 
of the most legendary squats in French history) on a great stage backed by 
a wall of old TVs all broadcasting interference and snow. Wild! They got 
closed down by 150 riot cops soon after that. ‘This army of riot cops showed 
up to an avant-garde post punk gig with 30 people and shut them down. 


We have to change the line up... again! 


Well quite a lot could go wrong... Rudi Pourri left the band. I can’t 
remember why. We’re still friends and all... I asked Axel to play bass for 
us. Axel had come to the Ferme De La Justice to help record the King of 
Conspiracy record. He was the coolest guy ever... and still is! He played 
guitar in a math rock band called The No Flag Project. As everyone knows, 
if you can play guitar, you can play bass! As it turns out, he had a natural 
talent for rocking bass lines. He’s a great guitarist and all and is still the best 
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musician in the band but not many people have a real feel for bass. Axel 
joining the band was a real stroke of luck. He looked cool on stage and was 
passionate about pop music. Yay! 


Kapatista 


Our song, Zapatista started getting a little bit of radio play in Mexico. 
Apparently Subcomandante Marcos had played the song on his radio 
show. Cool! The Zapatista revolution was very inspirational to me as a 
European anarchist. ‘Their manifestos were like poetry pamphlets. They 
had an amazing online presence. They were ahead of their time. They were 
one of the first revolutions to use the internet to bypass traditional media 
and really get their message out there. The lyrics for my song, Zapatista 
were directly copied from the movement’s manifestos and press releases. I 
was contacted by someone who was organising a big festival in the Chiapas 
region of Mexico to celebrate the anniversary of the revolution. He invited 
us to play! There’s no way we could have afforded the plane tickets to go 
but imagine how cool this book would be if we had! Just imagine us playing 
in the jungle to the coolest revolutionaries that the world has ever known! 


Radw Days 


Which brings me to the radio session on Konstroy on Frequence Paris 
Plurielle, an independent radio station broadcasting in the Paris area. It 
might be considered cheating, releasing a radio session as a record, but I 
grew up in Britain where every cool band released their BBC radio sessions 
as records. Konstroy is a really great radio show. ‘They’re so important to 
the Paris punk scene. They’ve played a big part in the story of the band so 
I’m glad we released the record. It was definitely not an obvious session to 
release because it was just a bunch of acoustic guitars, toy amps, a melodica 
and a djembe. Bibi, the presenter is a lovely guy and is as dedicated as ever 
to helping the Paris punk scene. Pierre, the co-presenter, was the singer of 
one of the best bands in Paris, Edouard Nenez et Les Prince de Bretagne. 
We had a good laugh and gave a shit-fuck-ton of energy during the songs. 
You can really hear that on the record. That’s what really counts! People 
actually liked that record! It got quite a few downloads! 


We did quite a few underground radio sessions and interviews over the 
years (France has some great radio shows), but this is the only one we were 


cheeky enough to release. 
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CHAPTER 4 
Lullabies for Mutant Monkeys 














https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album 
lullabies-for-mutant-monkeys 








When I first heard Les Marie Salope, the things that drew me to them was 
the fantastic mastering sound on their record (run twice through an analog 
tape machine apparently) and the catchiness and downright sleaziness of 
their songs. We became great friends and played a shit ton of gigs together. 
When they played the air was full sparks of a latent perversion and hedonistic 
spirit. We'd play with them a lot in the years to come. It was always fun. 


They had hooked us up with a gig in Orleans, a small town in France. 
The concert was in a basement and was small, sweaty and intense. Like 
many of the Parisian concerts we were doing at the time, it was a full-on 
experience. There’s no difference between the band and the crowd and 
this can lead to huge amounts of drinking. Was it 3 o’clock in the morning 
when we got back to Paris? I blacked out! 
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Rock star hangover! 


I woke up a few hours later, made a cup of tea, read the news... My Nokia 
mobile phone rang, It was the band. They were in the airport wondering 
where the fuck I was. 

OH SHIT! OH HOLY, GANGRENOUS, PUTRID, PUSS-FILLED 
SHIT! I should have been in the airport a-fucking-hour ago! I had forgotten 
that we were playing in Nice and I had a motherfucking plane to catch! 
I grabbed my guitar and ran out of the flat... then ran back and grabbed 
my passport. My heart was pounding and my head was throbbing on the 
metro. I was changing onto the Orlyval line at Antony when a big group of 
ticket checkers and cops jumped out at me. I told them, «I’m fucking late 
for my fucking plane for a concert! If you wanna fucking give me a fine, 
you have to come with me on the fucking train because I’m not fucking 
slowing down for anybody!». They let me go. They didn’t want to spend 
time with me. Don’t try that these days, they'll kick the shit out of you! 


I arrived at the airport and ran like a madman. I was now 2 hours late. 
My gate was closed but I explained it was for a concert and they waved me 
through with no passport or security check! ‘That’s some rock star treatment 
right there! Don’t try that these days either! They’ll fuck your shit up big 
time! I just made the plane, they closed the doors and I collapsed. 

At Nice, we hauled all our gear straight to the beach. It was still very early 
in the morning. We collapsed into unconsciousness. 


Nice 


When I opened my eyes, I didn’t know where the fuck I was. I could see a 
family in deck chairs and children making sand castles. We were completely 
messed up, our gear was spread all over the beach and a few families were 
uncomfortably arranging their stuff around us. At 8:29 am Axel tells me 
that we went into a Franprix like extras from The Walking Dead and just 
started gigeling uncontrollably because we were so fucking tired! 

That night we played with our friends, Imodium, La Releve and Joe 
La Mouk. We’d set up a gig for Imodium in Paris a few months earlier. 
Imodium are the best band to have ever come from Monaco! 


‘The venue was really cool and was completely packed! Maybe two hundred 
kids! Maybe more! Apparently neo-nazi gangs often came to punk shows 


to beat the shit out of people. The police would never come because half 
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of the nazis were off-duty cops and everyone knew it. The mayor of Nice, 
Estrosi, had been fighting for years to close all cultural outlets for kids in 
Nice. ‘This was the last one. So maybe the kids from Nice knew there was 
strength in numbers. In any case I’ve rarely felt such a welcoming feeling of 
solidarity in my life. I can’t remember much about our gig itself because I’d 
drunk six Red Bulls just before and my brain clicked into autopilot! Joe La 
Mouk were great live though. ‘The funniest band ever! ‘They play big places 
now. Non-stop jokes, hip hop beats, hardcore joke songs. I think [remember 
some nudity happening at some point and their «Fuck the youth» song 
became a running joke with us for years to come. Oh, and by the way, their 
best song is their cover of John Cage’s 4°33". You’ll never hear it! 


A mystery gurl 


We also met Cyrielle backstage that night. She was very cool (she had made 
a video for La Releve’s song «Mes Voisins les Nazis» that really pissed off 
some nazis... Anyway find the video on YouTube) and she would play a big 
part in our story years later. She appears again in a few chapters’ time so 
stay tuned! 


Let’s get things straight 


We were getting great reviews in some British magazines and even 
Maximum Rock’r’roll from the US had us in the top ten best records 
of the month page. Non-French people have often appreciated us! The 
guys from Organ magazine from London were very supportive. ‘They also 
released a cool record in the UK as part of a CD singles’ series by ORG 
records (number 34). It was alongside some unbelievably cool bands like 
The Cardiacs and The Brian Johnstown Massacre but they never sent me 
a copy so it'll be one of the only records that doesn’t get its own chapter. I 
won't talk about all the compilations either. We were on quite a few. I love 
compilations and some of them take a lot of work to get onto but fuck 
talking about that! I’ve got to draw the line somewhere! 


Annnnnnnn-naaarrrrr-chist! Whoa oh! 

I wrote a song called «Louis Lingg, Anarchist». I wrote it because I wanted to 
have a song that had a direct link to the band name. Sometimes you have to 
write songs that fulfills a specific role or mission. Far from limiting creativity, 


when you impose strict limits on yourself, you actually inspire yourself a lot 
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more. The song turned out great! It wrote itself because the lyrics are just 
parts of Louis Lingg’s life story and the middle section is just a direct quote of 
his last words. It’s a fun song to play and a crowd favorite and it’s an important 
song in our discography because it tries to inspire in our listeners the same 
strong emotions that made us name a band after him in the first place. 


Here is Louis Lingg’s last public speech at his trial: «I tell you frankly and 
openly, I am for force. I have already told Captain Schaack, if they use 
cannons against us, we shall use dynamite against them. I repeat that 
I am the enemy of the «order» of today, and I repeat that, with all my 
powers, so long as breath remains in me, I shall combat it. I declare again, 
frankly and openly, that I am in favor of using force. I have told Captain 
Schaack, and I stand by it, «if you cannonade us, we shall dynamite you.» 
You laugh! Perhaps you think, «You’ll throw no more bombs»; but let me 
assure you I die happy on the gallows, so confident am I that the hundreds 
and thousands to whom I have spoken will remember my words; and when 
you shall have hanged us, then mark my words, they will do the bomb 
throwing! In this hope do I say to you: I despise you. I despise your order, 
your laws, your force-propped authority.» 


Hang me for it! 


Oh fuck yeah! Now those are some great last words. ‘The following century 
(the 20th century) turned to shit as we saw that the ruling class really were 
prepared to destroy the entire world and kill hundreds of millions to keep 
the people from improving their lives even a little bit. They’re as batshit 
crazy now as they were in 1886. The United States finally gave in to Louis 
Lingg’s demands more than 40 years later in 1937 when they set the 
maximum working week at 40 hours. Most other countries caved in too. 
The actions of the Haymarket Martyrs echoes down through history and 
still inspires resistance across the world. 


Let’s hit the road! 


Les Marie Salope called to offer us a gig in a miniscule northern town near 
Lille, called Catillon. There must have been 50-60 people in the bar. All 
ages. All backgrounds. I don’t suppose there’s really much entertainment 
in the town. Everyone was super friendly and super welcoming. In fact, it 
was the friendliest ?d ever seen people in the entire country! Great free 
food + great free beer + nice people = happy band. (We do play mostly in 


35 


Paris, though, where people make it a point of honour to be super nasty 
and you’re lucky to get one free drink as payment for playing all night long.) 


It was an intense gig. The highlight of the night was at the end when the 
guitarist/singer of Les Marie Salope jumped in the crowd to mosh with us 
and he was so sweat-soaked, and the floor and cables were so beer-soaked 
that when we bounced into him we got electric shocks. I realised we could 
all die at any moment! Rock’n’roll! That’s crazy looking back at that as a 
42-year-old man! What the fuck were we thinking? We went on to play 
in the North of France lots of times after that and it became one of our 
favorite places to play. 


We also played a concert in a real concert hall (Café de la plage at Maurepas) 
with real stage monitors and stuff. It was weird to play with stage monitors. 
We're just not used to it even now! We’re used to dark, dank, dangerous 
bar gigs with dodgy electricity. Big stages freak me out! So anyway, there I 
was on stage, fucking up all our songs - crashing fast into depression and 
frustration. (I'd noticed the singer, Stephan from my old band, ‘Tchiki Boum 
in the front row and I felt him judging me... He always said I couldn’t sing.) 
Then a miracle happened. For the last 2 songs the stage was invaded by the 
punk cheerleader squad, ‘The Pom Pet Girls. They must have seen that we 
were in trouble and wanted to help us. They really saved the last two songs! 
We finished with our cover of Pansy Division’s Luv Luv Luv. Caro, the 
leader of the Pom Pets, acted out the break interlude thing with me and it 
was cool. The hero of the night was the bassist of ENOB who really rocked 
the house! ENOB had really progressed at that point and had become one 
of ‘THE best bands to watch in Paris. ‘Thanks to the Ferme De La Justice 
for organising the event! 


What could go wrong? 


Anyway we had a load of songs by that time. Gilbertmuda wanted to 
record the old songs as well as the new ones. That was quite a lot of songs! 
17 songs! Do you know how difficult it is to lay down 17 songs of basic 
tracks even for accomplished musicians? It’s fucking hard! ...And we were 
far from being great musicians, apart from Axel of course! So off we went 
to the Ferme De La Justice to record. What could go wrong? 


This time Arthur De Barry from the band ENOB, that we’d played with quite 
a few times (they were the Paris gods of noise), was there to help Jean Phi to 
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record us in the studio. Super cool guy. He’s gone solo and is mega poppy 
now (what ever happened to the unholy god of noise?). Check him out! 


Things didn’t go smoothly. Early on in the session, the kick drum skin 
broke. We tried to fix it with sticky tape but we couldn’t get that to work 
so we went hunting for a new drum skin in the barn where all the flea 
market stuff was stored. I think we found one from the 70s or something. 
Remember that the Ferme De La Justice is a literal treasure trove! Jean Phi 
found a genuine Gibson Les Paul in a flea market for fuck’s sake! We also 
broke a snare drum. Shit! Quick recording tip: the kick and snare drums 
are pretty important to a good sounding record! Damn! ‘The mixing desk 
was also introducing a lot of crackles into the tracks too. Double damn! 

I took the tracks home for overdubs and mixing. Slight hitch, my computer 
was 10 years old and crashed all the time. It took me months just to repair 
all the crackles and clicks. 


I would come home from work and desperately mix and overdub until I 
couldn’t do it anymore. Sometimes the computer would crash and I'd be 
worse off than I was before. ‘This went on for six months until [just decided 
that even though the album didn’t sound how I wanted it to, I couldn’t 
physically do it anymore. 

There’s a lesson for young engineers and bands here: a project will alway 
expand to fill the time allotted to it. If you have unlimited time, it'll last 
forever. Give yourself a strict deadline, stick to it and move on. I should 
have followed that piece of advice so many times! 

The vocals were recorded in my bathroom and, of course, all the software 
was pirated and buggy as fuck. 


I’m proud of this record, though. The songs are good and the energy 
comes through. ‘That’s what counts! It’s kind of like a hip hop record with 
lots of skits and samples between the tracks (I always wanted to do a full- 
length, 45-minute-long album with loads of cool samples - just like my 
heros, Public Enemy). It was then mastered by an indie dude in Brooklyn, 
called Spleenless Mastering. So in the end with all the skits, we ended up 
27 tracks on the record. You can’t say we don’t go full on when we do 
something! Our first full-length album was 100% full-length. 


It got released by Magnatune in the US and Nacion Libre in Mexico. But 
what would happen with the record in France and the UK? That’s a whole 
other story and that'll be something interesting for the next chapter... 
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CHAPTER 5 
Louis Lingg Hates Your Laws 








release/3507718 
https://damagedgoods.greedbag.com/louis-lingg-and-the-bombs 


Dayglow anarchist warriors bring down all world governments in a flurry of 
multicoloured static. Boom! We all dance on the ashes of the most destructive 
cwilisation that mankind has ever produced. As the sun rises, we all smile and we 
Just RNOW that the human race 1s ready for an epic comeback. 


A cool place where punk bands played back in 2008/9 was a bar called 
Saphir 21. That’s where we met The Fat Beavers, a great pop punk band 
who made a great first CD. Try and find it! We became friends and played 
a fuck ton of times all over Paris together and they introduced us to one 
of the coolest guys in the Parisian punk scene, Arno, and his band Les 
Versaillaises a Moustache, that were fantastic. They were a French Ye Ye 
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band with unforgettable songs. We’d go on to cover their song, ZOMBI, a 
year later. 

When Les Marie Salope needed another band on a big expedition to play 
a gig in Lyon with Les Raves Agées du Bulbe, it was obvious who I wanted 
to come with us... 


The venue in Lyon was pretty big and looked pretty cool but the people 
there made it clear to us that there was no promotion of the gig, the local 
support band had cancelled, and the sound guy never showed up because 
he wouldn't have been paid if he did. Bummer! I worked out how the sound 
system worked and Arno helped me out a little until we understood it. The 
gig was on! But everyone started drinking very heavily and taking drugs and 
stuff like that for some reason. Who knew that four punk bands together 
on an empty gig would get fucked up? Arno and Gilbertmuda drunkenly 
improvised some Nirvana covers to replace the local band. Oh dear. 


Six members of my new wife’s family showed up. Aunts and uncles. Oh 
dear! 


Remember when I mentioned street-fighting bands? A street-fighting 
band is hard to follow on stage because they'll do anything and everything 
necessary to steal the show. We’ve been a street-fighting band occasionally 
ourselves. They don’t play fair. Not all the things bands do on stage 
are musical. Some have props and routines and then there’s Les Raves 
Agées du Bulbe, whose entire existence was just one huge spectacle of 
madness, comedy routines, and wanton destruction. Their stage show 
was decimating the stage with toilet paper and other substances but that 
doesn’t really cover the surreal madness of it all. It was our turn to play. 
Hard. Really hard. Gilbertmuda was so atomically wasted he had trouble 
getting up on stage and sitting at the drum kit. Oh dear! Anyway, we did 
the gig and it wasn’t too bad considering we all played the songs at slightly 
different tempos and with slightly different structures. It could have been 
worse. Seriously. It turns out the four instruments playing at different 
speeds doesn’t sound as bad as you imagine it would! My wife’s family 
seemed to have had a good night. 


Trouble in paradise? 


There was a little bit of bad blood with our guitarist Ben, though. For 
some reason, his girlfriend wanted to be paid for taking photos at the gig or 
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something. It didn’t annoy us or anything. We just never even considered 
paying ‘cos we didn’t have any money. Since that time we’ve now discovered 
that photographers often do this. We’ve lost count of the times at festivals 
or concerts where a photographer would ask us for money for photos. It 
must be a thing. 


An amazing offer! 


My favourite record label at the time was Damaged Goods records in 
London. They were constantly reinventing themselves and had also 
spearheaded the garage rock revival style that went on to conquer the 
world. My favourite bands on the label were Helen Love, Atari ‘Teenage 
Riot, Asian Dub Foundation, Manic Street Preachers, ‘The New Bomb 
‘Turks, J Church, Pansy Division, The Rezillos and Guns’ n’ Wankers. 
Legendary is an understatement! Well fuck me! Ian from Damaged Goods 
rang me up to offer to release a record. I remember the thrill of being 
on the phone with the guy that’s released some of my favourite records, 
offering me a deal! We settled on releasing a vinyl EP with songs from 
Lullabies For Mutant Monkeys. He said he’d be fucking sued if he released 
the whole album because of the illegal samples in the skits. He said that 
even rappers were scared of lawyers these days! Well, I fucking love 7-inch 
vinyl EPs so I was over the moon that our little Parisian punk band had 
a world class label that’s so fucking legendary that the mind boggles! I 
mean we hadn’t even got round to buying a bass amp yet! You know what 
Imean? 


Anyway, Ben did a great cover that really captured the vibe so we were on 
our way! Ian wanted us to come to London to play some gigs! 


London Calling! 


When I actually did get around to booking a gig in London quite a few 
months later, there were a couple of problems that presented themselves 
straight away. I had booked the gig at the same time as some kind of really 
important football game so Ian wouldn't be able to come see us play. He 
kindly offered to hang out together for a bit all the same. I'd forgotten that 
football even existed! And then Ben said he didn’t want to come. Shit! 
Double shit! Luckily, our friend, Franck said he’d come and play guitar for 
us. He was the drummer of Kings Of Conspiracy (who were getting big and 
would play and hang out with Blink 182 at a big festival). Franck learnt all 
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our songs in two hours flat and he fucking rocked! So we bundled our gear 
onto the Eurostar and went to play the gig. It was a long concert with about 
6 or 7 bands scheduled to play and we were headlining the whole event. 


Grease 


We ate a pure cholesterol breakfast in a greasy spoon café and then 
soundchecked. We then went to do a little tourism. We visited Hampstead 
Heath up in the north of London. We drank beer (old speckled hen) and 
spoke about crazy stuff whilst people flew kites above our heads. We had 
an awesome view of London. 


We hung out with Ian at King’s Cross as he gave us some test pressings 
of the 7-inch and loads of gifts and stuff. He was a genuinely great guy. I 
cannot overstate the importance of this man’s record label all through my 
adolescence. It’s great meeting your heroes when they’re super cool people. 
I highly recommend it! He treated us to some secret anecdotes and stories 
like the one about how he’d helped out Coldplay at the very beginning and 
now he felt bad about it because... well... obviously for their crimes against 
human civilisation of course! Ian had just been in a meeting/pub with 
Steve Lamacq, one of the most important DJs at the BBC and the owner 
of Deceptive records (Elastica etc.). Steve has made or broken the career 
of thousands of bands (and ran BBC 6 for ages). He said he wouldn’t be 
playing our record on the BBC, though. Probably because of the kick and 
snare sound! Damn! So close! 


We then rushed back to the venue to hang out with our friend JB from the 
fabulous group, Underground Railroad. ‘That record that I produced for 
them helped to get them signed to One Little Indian Records! They had 
quite a great career and toured with huge bands, like Dinosaur Junior. 
Great band! 

London bands are a mixed bag really representing the best and worst 
mankind has to offer. We met some really nice people which we hope to 
meet again. Parking Offence were a great bunch and a pretty weird avant- 
funk band. Dinjindi from Zimbabwe were lovely people and had a really 
cute sound going on. Way better than Vampire Weekend. 

Our favourite band was Oh No It’s POK from Italy. They were just the 
best Devo-influenced techno-speed-punk nutballs ever. ‘They just fucking 
rocked the place and had the biggest crowd of the night. We loved them 
and wanted to play with them in their hometown, ‘Turin, Italy. 
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The other bands really were the most detestable scum. ‘They turned up five 
minutes before their set, didn’t talk to anybody, threw their stuff on stage, 
played derivative shit for 45 minutes, didn’t acknowledge the audience’s 
existence, piled off stage, refused to lend any equipment, then fucked off 
home. Awful waste of space. They made the night feel like a production 
line. They wore slim jeans and represented pretty much everything there is 
to hate about British music. Elitist, generic, cold-hearted bullshit. 


Born to Run 


We played last, and I’ve got to say that ’m pretty proud of our band. 
It was a tough crowd (cold, passive, blasé) but with a combination of 
perseverance and stagecraft we gradually cracked them and we had 
people dancing and shouting bizarre things in French by about the 6th or 
7th song. We really showed ourselves that the years of concerts in stinking 
piss-stained dives have paid off and we could really hold our own in even 
the most difficult concerts. Frank did great adding some «heys!» in some 
great places I hadn’t thought of before. We played Chomsky Changed My 
Life as an encore. Frank had never played the song before but caught on 
damn quick. Some German and Italian punks danced and went mental 
and my cousin, Jane, was there too. She pops up again in one of the last 
chapters... 


The owner of the bar thanked us and said he had grown cynical about 
music, watching six indie bands a night, and she said that we were the best 
band she had seen for ages and that we could have free drinks. (Free drinks 
in London is a big deal and really rare!) The only problem was that the 
barman didn’t believe Frank was 18, demanded ID and then he couldn’t 
understand the French passport! 


Of course, London is still London. The promoters, Semiconductor 
Archives (remember their names kids!), ran off with all the door money 
without saying anything to anyone and left us to clean up the mess and 
pack up THEIR drum kit. Thanks guys! I was mildly surprised because 
they seemed like nice guys. ‘The owner of the pub seemed to think that they 
had just forgotten because they were «very nice guys». London really is the 
ultimate test for a band’s patience. The Italians, Oh No It’s POK, were 
pretty annoyed as they had had a pretty big crowd. At 5 pounds a head, 
this is no joke! Hey! ‘They had promised us some money! What the fuck! 
The King’s Cross pub were cool and gave us more free drinks! 
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Revenge converts a little right into a great wrong 


‘Then we went backstage and I asked about the guitar amp and the cymbals. 
They belonged to the promoter. We stole them. Fuck it! We didn’t have any 
reputation to uphold in London. The security guard on the door mentioned 
it but he agreed that he didn’t like the promoters either. ’m not proud of 
it but, hey, the truth is ugly. We gave the Peavey (an indestructible model 
of amp that still works to this day apparently) to Pam from Underground 
Railroad ‘cos we were staying round her place. Remember Underground 
Railroad from chapter one? Pam used the Peavey for years and years so 
I'm glad we did it! 

Ah well, JB from Underground Railroad looked after us and took us home 
on the crazy London night bus that could be a chapter on its own. Thanks 
JB! You rule! 


Pennyroyal Tea 


The next day, Clem Phlegm, Marion «Pam» Underground Railroad and 
I went to visit the legendary Bricklane market. Fashion kids selling strange 
clothes and stuff on blankets in the street. I bought an Elastica vinyl for 3 
quid and Clem bought some 5 quid plimsolls. It was cool to see all these 
ultracool Shoreditch fashion and media types walking around in the flesh. 
I felt like I was in an episode of Nathan Barley or even The Mighty Boosh. 
(Maybe it was the lack of sleep!) 


We stopped for a drink at the café opposite the Rough ‘Trade Shop and 
Clem ordered a «tea». 

«What type of tea»? asked the waitress. 

«Er... Green tea?» said Clem, «with milk.» When in England, do as the 
English, thought Clem, innocently. 

«With milk?» questioned the waitress, «Are you sure it is green tea?» 
«WITH MILK!» assured Clem, probably thinking it was a trick to smoke 
out her Frenchness. 

The waitress obliged but called over her colleague to show her the strange 
liquid she had made. 

I almost pissed myself laughing and the proud Clem only made things 
worse by saying: «This is what I always have. ‘Taste it. It’s really good.» 
She offered me the hellish fluid and the fact that it tasted so foul only 
made me and Marion laugh harder. So. Fucking. Funny. The stress on the 
previous day drained away in an instant. Thanks Clem! 


43 


(Sorry Clem for making this public but it’s just too damn funny! We really GUEST CHAPTER: 
were laughing at the situation more than you. ° ° 
Playing Foaden is something P’ve oe to do. We won't make a Juliette, lead eee 
habit of it but ’'m glad we did it. I think we’ve proved an important point 
to ourselves. 

Thanks to Underground Railroad for putting us up and thanks to King of 
Conspiracy for lending us their mental drummer to fill in on guitar for us. 


Disaster strikes 


Back in France, Ben left the band. Did he leave or did we push him out? I 
can’t remember exactly what happened but I remember going to see him 
at his job in Gash Express over by Bastille to give him the bad news or 
receive the bad news and it was really hard. I didn’t like doing that stuff 
over the phone. I got kicked out of In Vitro with just a text message and 
that stung like a motherfucker! 


You might get the idea that this chapter is a little grim compared to the other 
chapters but I can honestly say that it was a fantastic time full of meetings 
with some of the most interesting and adorable characters in France and 





beyond. It really felt like an honour to be in the band at that time. First touch of tech gadget phantoms 
Your hands shakiw with trepidation 
Cells degrade, thermic radiation 
No one I know cares 


Who would we get to replace Ben? Who did we know that was a great 
guitarist, cool, fun, and irresistible to women? Losing Ben was hard but we 
had lots of concert offers flooding in (often by text back then, believe it or 
not!). 

Another question was nagging me: what could we do to release our music in 
France, a country notoriously difficult for rock bands to do anything at all? 


Bluetooth gwin’ you a nosebleed 
Wireless router with some fiber optics 
Fear of crowds, fear of the future 
No one I know cares 


Touch screen dreams on a rainy day 
Connected kids, wireless ricochet 
Global village sleepwalk away 

No one I know cares 


Your mind flickers like a faulty flatscreen 
Your hands are shaking with a wi-fi vaccine 
Frenzied mess flying down the lwestream 
No one I know cares 
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One of the moments that set a precedent of sorts was the concert we 
played at Bouffémont, a small suburban city in the north-east of Paris. The 
venue was a big indoor basketball court if I remember correctly and we 
soon discovered that the sound there resonated as if we’d been in a tunnel. 
Not so great for a blaring punk gig! ‘There were five of us that night, ‘cos 
Axel couldn’t come so Arno was playing the bass and we were going to be 
loud and not so tight. «But the crowd will absorb some of the sound and it 
won't be that bad, then!» Josh said. 


As the evening wore on, we realized the huge court remained quite empty 
and when the first band started to play, there was no one else but us and the 
other musicians in the huge venue. It appeared that the gig hadn’t really 
been promoted so it was highly improbable that a crowd of people would 
suddenly turn up from nowhere. The place was surrounded by dark, silent 
blocks of flats and the inhabitants were nowhere to be found. The streets 
were bleak and empty. 


In their infinite wisdom, the rest of the band decided that the best way they 
could spend the night was thanks to relentless, heavy drinking. I didn’t feel 
like drinking that much. When it was our turn to play, it dawned on me 
that I should have! None of us was playing the same song at the same time 
and apparently, I was the only one to realize that! Add the fact that we were 
super loud, that the sound resonated in the basketball court as if we were 
in the fucking mountains and that the din was even further enhanced by 
the keyboard, which for some reason was even louder than the rest of us! 
Jeeecezus, that was painful! 


That unfortunate experience gave rise to the «Bouffeémont scale». When 
we start drinking too much before playing, we sometimes ask ourselves: 
«Where are we on the Bouffémont scale?» 
We have never reached that level of alcoholic disaster performance since 
then, but once in a while, I can feel the sting of that unpleasant memory 
nagging me. Never Bouffémont ever again! 
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CHAPTER 6 
Anarchist ‘til Death 








https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album/anarchist-til-death 


https://closeup.bandcamp.com/album/cu-014-louis-lingg-and-the-bombs 





So it'll come as no surprise that Arno Life became our new guitarist. I don’t 
remember even asking him. We’d asked him to play in London with us but 
he didn’t have a passport and all that shit at the time. He just appeared at 
band practice and concerts and it seemed completely natural and I never 
questioned it ‘cos why jinx a great vibe. He was the perfect fit for the band 
and I can’t imagine my life without him. He had played in lots of bands. 
‘Too many to mention here. He was also Axel’s first guitar teacher! Small 
world! Anyway, needless to say that he’s a great guitar player... almost as 
good as Axel! I can’t remember exactly what his first concert with us was 
but it certainly could have been at the Miroiterie! 
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Arno sets the record straight 


Arno says: «Well you called me and asked me to come and play with the 
band in London at the gig at King’s Cross but I didn’t have any papers at 
the time so I said «yes» straight away and then called you back to tell you 
that I didn’t have the right to leave the country because I didn’t have a 
passport or ID. So you asked Franck from King of Conspiracy to do it. I 
was a bit pissed off ‘cos Pd have liked to play with you. So I got my papers 
done and hoped you'd call back. 


..And a few weeks later, you did! You told me that Ben had left the group 
and that you had a concert booked for the Pixie Bar the following week. 
You wanted to know if I wanted to come and play the gig with you. I said, 
«ok» and we did one practice in Studio Bleu (one of the most popular 
practice studios in Paris). 


..Then we went to play the gig. I remember that I had _ trouble 
understanding the songs, especially Jiggy Baby, which didn’t seem to have 
any discernible rhythm that I could make out and it was the first song in 
the fucking set! 


Between the songs, Axel explained what the next song was by making 
noises or by word association because I hadn’t learnt the song titles yet. So 
he’d say, «It’s the one that goes like Welcome to Paradise» for Madonna 
is a Corporate Whore and «Welcome to Paradise, again» for Princess 
Mononoke. 

..It seemed to work pretty well! It was a good system! 

..After that? We were off! You know the rest! 


Live free or die! 


The Miroiterie was an artists’ squat in the 20th arrondissement of Paris 
that had a pretty good sized central hall for concerts and events. ’d started 
organizing concerts there for bands while Ben was still part of the band. 
It was always a thrill walking up Menilmontant hill dragging amps and 
gear up the slope from the metro knowing that when I got to the top, I’d 
be welcomed by like-minded people. Pd walk through the gate along the 
passage and say hi to the people at the outside bar. Usually Michel Ktu, 
Natacha, Iskander (RIP), Pat Dub or Elliot. Pd avoid the toilets though. 
Always avoid the toilets! 
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The Miroiterie was part of a network of squats all over Paris that, for 
me, really created an environment that was perfect for punk music. We’d 
started playing benefit concerts for causes that we believed in and these 
concerts pulled hundreds of kids sometimes. We played a great benefit 
concert in a squat for some anarchists that were being accused of being in 
an armed gang by the police. Their weapon? Words written on placards 
and bed sheets! ‘The cops showed up during our set. The audience went 
outside and hit the side of the van. The cops got scared and went away. 
When the audience came back in, our mediocre concert was suddenly 
fucking awesome and people danced. Yes! People were dancing more and 
more at our gigs. ‘Thanks pigs! 


Benefit concerts raised considerable amounts of money and helped people 
and really did change things. ‘The Paris punk scene pulled together and 
it felt like this was the golden age of Parisian punk! ‘The CICP organized 
some great benefit gigs and was really a great part of the scene. When they 
did a benefit concert, it was always packed. We’d get to play there a year or 
two later. The gigs were well attended and people were dancing! I mean, it 
was still fucked up from time to time. Like the time we played at the SPA 
squat and there were more dogs milling round than people. These dogs 
would get up on stage while we were playing our hearts out, look around 
and plop themselves onto the stage monitors. ‘They were fucking loud so I 
suppose the dogs must have liked the vibrations! 


Anyway, what was I talking about? Oh yeah, the Miroiterie! ‘There were 
some fucking great concerts there. The amazing ones that stick out are gigs 
with Joe La Mouk, IMODIUM, Punk a Chier, Les Marie Salope, Yperite, 
Iku, Choking Susan, Viscous Klub, Les Becasses, Les Distortions, Klymt 
and many others. So many great gigs. I wish I could mention them all! I 
feel guilty for skipping over so many great shows. 


When Joe La Mouk played, there were so many people crammed in there 
we thought it might be dangerous. But it was so magic when they threw 
confetti in the air and launched a hip hop beat so fucking massive that 
everybody jumped in the air with total abandon. I used to program beats 
on a sampler when I was in Dummycrusher. My mind started turning... 
Maybe we could do something similar? I still had the samplers and stuff 
collecting dust. Bring on the techno-rave-punk crossover, that’s what I 
say! 
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The Miroiterie was a collective of artists and painters and they were really 
open-minded. I’d come to them with ideas of dream concerts that I had in 
mind like the time I programmed an all-girl accapella group followed by an 
experimental hardcore band. They always said yes and started to become 
world famous! ‘The New York Times wrote an article about the squat! Half 
of the Stooges came to hang out and do a far-out jam session there on their 
day off. Yes, I got to make weird noises with Steve McKay and Mike Watt 
from the Stooges in front of a packed crowd. Crazy experience. Backstage 
Steve McKay told us stories about when he played with Crass! Nathan 
Mozes was on guitar that day. He truly ruled and played the craziest 
stuff imaginable! We became friends and years later, Nathan went on to 
stand in for Axel on bass for us on a concert with the rap metal band, 
Psychokondriak in Lille. Nice! I also got to produce a record for him which 
blew my mind! 


I mean what I say when I say it was a golden age but that doesn’t mean 
that there wasn’t a dark side. We played a gig in a bar called Le Rocher. 
The sound system actually turned up AFTER the bands had set up! Not 
the last trme Pve seen that happen unfortunately! We played a good gig 
and convinced the punks of our worth. They were being standoffish. ‘The 
punk kids were much less welcoming towards us that they normally were. 
‘Towards the end of the show, some guy with a mo hawk licked my face and 
told me I was alright. Yuck! 


There was a nasty vibe around that place. There were punk bands, o1 bands 
and ska bands all on the same bill. The skinheads and punks wouldn’t 
stop fighting in the pit. It came to head with skinheads outside the bar 
armed with bike chains ready to fuck us up if we stepped outside (we’d 
been assimilated into the punks by this time in the night. ‘They looked after 
us against a common enemy). Well the solution was a simple one in the 
end. Just wait until they went away! 


We Will Rob You! 


After we’d just finished a cool concert in a bar in Rouen organised by our 
friends from Postghost Recordings, I fell across the stage to try to get to the 
mp3 player on the sound system to keep the party going. I kind of fell on 
to it and it just started playing Rammstein’s Amerika at full volume. The 
crowd went mental screaming: «We’re all living in America, Amerika ist 
wunderbar!» Well that’s nice! I jumped into the crowd to dance with them, 
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only a tiny bit bitter that they were dancing more now than they did when 
we played live! 


Postghost were guys from the band Klymt who played with us a few times. 
They had a singular vision of sound and music that was exceptional in 
France. ‘They sounded like an indie version of Marilyn Manson! I shit you 
not! Their unique vision was also very open-minded and drove them to 
produce records for lots of local bands from every style out there from 
old-school grunge to ambient black metal and they helped bands from all 
over France. I felt a kinship with them! That’s what the underground rock 
scene is all about! 


We packed up the equipment and there wasn’t enough room in the two 
cars for the bands and organisers so they left me outside the venue and 
said they’d come back for me later. It was now 3 o’clock in the morning. 
Everything was closed. It was starting to get chilly and I was starting to feel 
miserable. 


A young, black guy in a tracksuit came up to me. He got out a little knife. 
Maybe an inch and a half: He asked me for all the money in my wallet. I 
looked at him silently for a bit. I looked him up and down. I took a breath. 


I said that there were probably only 5 euros in my wallet. I explained to 
him that his knife would probably have a hard time getting through my 
thick leather jacket. I got out my swiss army knife which was about 5 inches 
(a useful thing to have on tour, I can tell you). I explained to him that 
I was from the 19th arrondissement of Paris and there just wasn’t any 
chance of being mugged by a kid from Rouen. He brightened. He was 
suddenly happy and talkative. «Me too!» he said, «I was born in a hospital 
in the 19th arrondissement! I could never rob a brother! Do you want to 
go clubbing?» I politely declined and he continued on his way. Then the 
Postghost guys turned up. ‘They asked me how I was. «Well...» I said. 


About one year later we were having a band practice when Juliette suddenly 
piped up and said: «Hey guys, I figured it out! Half of the band could 
have gone in the cars and half could have stayed behind with Josh. Then 
he wouldn’t have got mugged. I finally figured it out!?» We nodded our 
heads in solemn approval of the plan. «That would work!» We hi-fived 
each other. Another logistics problem solved. We’re not so dumb. We’re 
just slow! 
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Cheerleading 


We'd often do shows around this time with a punk cheerleading squad 
called Tad Girl Squad on stage with us. It was pretty wild! People danced 
until they were soaked with sweat. ‘They were an LGBT friendly kind of 
squad with members of all shapes, sizes and genders and they moved into 
experimental and avant garde noise performances when the cheerleading 
had gotten a bit stale (which I’m afraid to say it did). ‘There certainly were 
some strange spectacles to see on stage during those shows. 


A decent proposal 


William from Wall Street Destroy (a DIY booking agency) said he had a 
surprise for me if I could tell him the name of the band that wrote the 
following songs. I didn’t really concentrate and got it wrong. It was The Saff 
Little Fingers! Fuck! Inflammable Material is one of my favourite albums! 
He took pity on me and said he was still gonna book us to support them at the 
Elysee Montmartre! The Elysee Montmartre is a legendary venue in Paris 
where every great band that you can imagine has played. Cool! Supporting 
a legendary band is something we’d never done before! Bring it on! 


We'd asked Clemence’s kid brother, Hadrien, to do the live sound mixing 
for the gig. When we got there the head engineer shouted at me and said 
that he had mixed Blur, Metallica and the Red Hot Chili Peppers so we’d 
be better off using him. I politely told him to leave us be and added that 
Hadrien would do fine! ’m glad I did as we had the best sound of the 
night! The headliner’s sound was harsh and distorted. Hadrien pops up 
again in the next chapter! 


We had a backstage area with a fridge with a banana and a yogurt pot 
in it. We briefly met The Stuff Little Fingers. They were getting a crate 
of Champagne delivered and were getting sleazy with some rich Parisian 
girls. The kind of girl that must get backstage for a lot of big shows in 
big venues. Yuck! Fuck that. Never meet your heroes. They really do 
dissapoint! Ironic from the band that wrote Nobody’s Hero. The roadies 
were awesome though! Great guys full of amazing stories as you’d expect 
after having toured the world so many times! 

We played pretty well considering that it’s a different experience playing 
on big stages and relying on monitor mixes instead of ambient sound. ‘The 
venue seemed pretty empty. There must have been a good few hundred 
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people that came in as we were playing, though. When we finished, it was 
half full. It was cool jumping off the stage and singing in the crowd. Haven’t 
seen much of that hardcore style of stuff at big venues. 


We met a sports photographer that night called Dave Winter. We became 
good friends and he’d taken some great photos; all energy and movement! 
You could tell he had sporting experience! He’d been on the London punk 
scene back in the day but didn’t know too many people here in the Paris 
scene. It was a pleasure to meet him and it still is every time I see him! If 
you've ever seen a good photo of us, chances are that he took it! 


Playing with some old frends 


The next concert of note was in Paris with my old friends, Zombina and 
the Skeletones. It was great to see them again after all this time. 


I first met Zombina 12 years ago when I used to live in Liverpool. ‘They were 
playing a concert at Guinans which was a pub that all the punk bands used 
to use until it got turned into a cocktail bar. ‘They were clearly something 
completely different on the Liverpool scene. The first thing I noticed was 
they spent way more time on make up than on the soundcheck! 


Even back then they had a great sense of stagecraft and to back it all 
up.... they had really great songs! Songs that took into consideration the 
fabulously rich history of bubblegum rock’n’roll and pop punk. Yes! You 
could see they were something special. 


So eleven years later... were playing together once again at the Klub in 
Paris. They hadn’t slept for days and this concert was the last of the tour 
for a very tired band. They still had great clothes and had really become 
one of the greatest live bands in Europe. It was great joking around and 
talking with Zombina again. Exchanging stupid stories and stuff was really 
good for me. I can say that it was one of the best pre-gig experiences. ‘The 
years disappeared and it was difficult to believe we’d all grown up and 
become old rockers! 


It was the Manic Depression goth night at the Klub. Most of the band really 
liked goth nights. It was pretty fun. The costumes, the make up, strange 
contact lens eyes, the leather, the tattoos etc.... Of course, any Parisian 
audience 1s difficult to move but goths are notoriously difficult to please... 
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I couldn’t hear anything on stage and I made a few mistakes but we had a 
good time and quite a few people we didn’t know danced which was very 
nice. I can say that I was pretty happy with our performance and our new 
songs were developing nicely. I goaded the crowd with our new 90s hip 
hop rock fusion songs (is there anything less fashionable and less cool in the 
entire world?) so obviously we didn’t please everybody but as I said, goths 
are difficult to please at the best of times so I was going for ANY type of 
reaction more than anything. 


Then Zombina and the Skeletones rocked the house, totally cracking the 
cool veneer of the Parisian goth population. Great set. During the encore, 
Zombina cracked a load of fake blood in her mouth and freaked out a 
Swedish girl. «She’s bleeding! Her mouth is bleeding!» she kept on saying. 
Possibly traumatised for life. Rocking! Stay tuned for more Zombina and 
the Skeletones in a future chapter! 


The Dark Side 


Our next concert (of this current flurry of gigs) was at a new squat called 
the Chateau Pirate. The building was 5000m2 (no shit) of occupied office 
blocks in central Paris. Next to Place de la Republique. Impressive stuff 
with massive art installations everywhere. 


We learnt a lesson during that gig. Don’t just assume a concert is cool just 
because it’s in a squat. If in doubt, research the damn place first! 


We played in the huge basement of the building. Before the concert we were 
a little perturbed by the attitude of the «organisers». Not very welcoming 
really. We couldn’t really ever get a straight answer about who was doing 
what. 


Then I started getting complaints from our fans about nasty doormen. 
What? Hired pro security thugs for a squat gig? WTF? DIY my arse!? 


The place was packed with 200-300 paying customers and, of course, we 
didn’t see a penny. «All for the lawyers,» apparently. Well we should have 


refused to play, I suppose, but I was a little naive. 


Dave Winter took some fantastic photos at that gig, though, so that was the 
positive take away for us. 
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Then people and Indymedia started complaining that they’d rented out 
(for 50 euros) little art galleries to dodgy artists like ART QUI DIT NON 
and some other guy who tried to use the language and imagery of the 
extreme left to popularize right-wing ideas like hating foreigners and Jews 
etc. Far arseholes are still up to that bullshit now with conspiracy theories 
designed to appeal to young left-wing-type kids but are actually there to 
sneakily convert them to the far right. Be careful out there kids! There’s 
even more of this kind of shit these days than ever before with the internet 
being omni-present now. Sneaky conspiracy theories that might look a bit 
left-wing and attractive to young people but quickly bend reality and their 
minds with it, and before you know it, the far right have a new recruit. 


Well I don’t mind doing free gigs but it pisses me off when our cash helps 
out people that aren’t really that nice at all! 


Worst of all? There was fuck all food or drink for the groups! No beers! 


I posted all this stuff on a few pages of that facebook thing to respond to 
the criticism on Indymedia and to assure people that we didn’t agree at 
all... and all of a sudden ’'m accused of being some kind of fascist bastard 
(even from within my own association) for trying «to censor art,» «stop 
people from expressing themselves,» and «imposing my political beliefs on 
others». Some dude said «I was stopping the poetry of the revolution from 
flowering» and that people like me «stop people from supporting squats»... 
We’d go on to play lots more benefit concerts to support lots more much 
nicer squats! 


Pizza time! 


Our next gig was at the Rigoletto. 
We got to eat free pizza! (We got one free pizza for each band! What 
generosity!) Fuck yeah! 


We also enjoyed this concert because most of the people didn’t know us 
and we won them round (despite me forgetting lyrics and riffs galore). 
Always a huge pleasure. We were all really tired but the energy just came 
to us that night and we rocked pretty fucking hard. 


We played with a band called Furious Golden Showers. Excellent name. 
Good group too. The four girls really couldn’t play their instruments at all 
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but they fucking rocked! It sounded like early Slits or Delta 5 or (for a more 
modern reference) Gravy Train. 


This band really got me thinking. It’s just fucking amazing how far some 
good ideas and some courage can take you in rock’rroll/punk. The 
«golden shower» girls kept changing instruments and kept coming up with 
good - genuinely funny, innovative and rocking - musical ideas (covering a 
couple of 90s techno house songs for example). No musical talent at all but 
a great band. Paradox? Maybe, but I’d love to see this band a lot more and 
see what happens. Exciting stuff! 


La Fourche, the headliners, are cool because their band is: drums, distorted 
voice and... that’s all! It’s amazing what you can do with just a microphone, 
a distortion pedal and some prog rock drumming! Definitely a «one-idea» 
band but a damn interesting one all the same, and they’re in this book ‘cos 
they taught me a valuable lesson about minimalism! 


Feeling Guilty 


Ishould mention Vicious Klub here. We played with them a bunch of times 
and we went on to play with the related side projects when they split up. 
They were an excellent band and great guys. They had a great reputation 
on the scene. They haven’t popped up in the book because I couldn’t think 
of any crazy shit that happened around them. Nothing bad ever happened! 
There’s quite a few bands like that! If I don’t mention them, it’s probably 
because nothing I feel guilty about not including everyone! 


No One’s Illegal 


So it was 6 in the morning and I was on the metro on the way to work. I 
worked as an English teacher in a school for warehouse workers and lorry 
drivers in a huge food and flower market the size of a small town just 
outside of Paris. 


Nicolas Sarkozy was president and his big thing was bringing back «rafles», 
which are roundups of suspected illegal immigrants who are then sent to 
administrative camps where they wait to be expelled. Being expelled back 
to some countries is basically a death sentence. ‘They’re called «rafles» as 
a nod and wink to the roundups of Jews by the French police during the 
second world war. Charming. 
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When I got to Villejuif (that’s really the name of the town), there was a 
squad of military police, called Gendarmes in French. As people came out 
of the metro, the gendarmes sorted them, the white people on one side got sent 
out of the station to continue their journey and the black, Asian or Arabic 
people were taken to the side to get their papers checked. If they didn’t 
have the right paperwork they were dragged off to vans waiting outside the 
station. ‘This all struck me as really fucking unacceptable. We were all going 
to work in the market together. Every single person there was on the way to 
work in the market. We were all working in the same shit. What shocked me 
particularly was that most of the white people didn’t even see it. Seriously, 
they were unaware that anything was even happening. I know that sounds 
insane but I could see it! ‘That night with their families they wouldn’t even 
mention it because it didn’t even register. ‘That just seemed incredible to me. 


«Excuse me,» I said to a young-looking gendarme in my best French. «What’s 
going on here?» 

He told me to move along. 

I persisted: «I have a right to know what you're doing in this metro station.» 
(Who knows if [ actually did or not! ’m not a lawyer!) 

He relented and showed me his orders on a bit of paper. They said: «Stop 
anyone suspected of being an illegal immigrant.» 

«Youre letting all the white people go through without checking them,» I 
said. «Check that guy! Check her! Check him!» I said, pointing to some 
white people. 

He tried to ignore me as he pulled an Indian-looking guy aside. «What 
you're doing is called racial discrimination. It’s illegal! You just racially 
profiled that guy.» Who knows if that’s actually legal in France! ’'m not 
a lawyer! 

A captain gendarme strode over to help his underling, He was a chubby 
fucker with a moustache. Literally the exact stereotype I have in my mind 
for that kind of man. «What’s going on here?» he barked at me. 

«This gendarme just racially profiled this guy,» I said. 

«We'll do whatever we want, sir» A dark thought flashed in his eyes. 
«You have an accent, you’re not even French, how can you even think of 
questioning us! Now move along!» 

I didn’t move for a few seconds. I was absorbing the situation. I found it 
too shocking and I just couldn’t let it go. I felt a knot in my stomach. It was 
literally leaving a bad taste in my mouth 

«No,» I said. 

They stared at me. 
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«Why don’t you ask to see the papers of a white person?» I asked. ‘The 
young gendarme was letting a few Asian-looking people slip through the 
net while he was trying to ignore me. «Is it because you’re racist by any 
chance?» 

The captain stepped in. «Show me YOUR papers, sir» he barked. «See, 
we're not racist!» 

I refused to show them any papers at all because they couldn’t tell me what 
crime they suspected me of committing. A British person couldn’t be an 
illegal immigrant in France so what did they have on me? But, hey, ’m not 
a lawyer! 


They cuffed me and threw me in one of the vans. Hmmm, this day was 
definitely taking a turn for the worse. Well, at least I was taking a seat in the 
van that would otherwise be occupied by someone whose life could really 
be ruined by a trip to an administrative retention camp. 


They led me into an office far from the rest of the prisoners. They talked 
among themselves about what they could do about me. They couldn’t come 
to a decision. The captain sat down in front of me and asked why I got 
in the way of their operation. I explained to them that the «rafle» (yeah, I 
used the word!) was obviously racist and therefore completely legal. I told 
him that any citizen was morally obliged to intervene when he/she saw 
crap like that. The captain’s moustache quivered and he slammed down a 
huge book in front of me and asked me which page it was on. He certainly 
had me there! There’s no way I was touching a law book with thousands 
of pages. ’'m not a lawyer! He started getting himself worked up and he 
kept spitting into my face some crap about immigrants being dangerous 
and «that France couldn’t welcome all the misery in the world.» He was 
misquoting some old French politician. I hate that quote. 


He was seriously pissing me off now. I took a deep breath: «If your 
grandfather fought in the second world war, he’d be ashamed of what 
you're doing right now except if he was a nazi collaborator in which case, 
he’d probably be proud.» The captain opened his mouth, closed his mouth 
and left the room. Oh shit, maybe [d pushed the cunt a bit too far. 


He came back with a gang of gendarmes. They surrounded me in a ring to 
try to freak me out or something. The captain said he could keep me in 
that office for six hours without charge. I put my hand up. Can [ at least 
call the director of my school so she can organise replacement teachers for 
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the kids? They didn’t break the circle, they kept up their threatening stares 
at me. «Come on guys, you’re going to punish the kids for this? Just give 
me a phone call.» They exchanged glances and gave me my phone back. 
They all stared down at me while I made my call in the middle of their 
«threatening circle of doom». 


The director of my school was an odious woman of biblical proportions. 
I told her what had happened and where I was. She asked to speak to 
someone. I passed the phone to the captain. «She wants to speak to you,» 
I said. I heard my awful director shouting and screaming to the gendarme 
on the phone. I couldn’t make out any words. He sighed and hung up the 
phone. 


The fucking guy went white and his moustache quivered again. «You can 
go,» he said. I got the fuck out of there and went to work. 


It’s downright amazing to see how much cops respect authority and a little 
bit of power. It’s incredible to see them for the cowardly, snivelling little 
dogs that they are sometimes. It really doesn’t happen very often, but it’s 
refreshing to see their true faces from time to time. 


The next day I wrote the song, Degage Gendarme and then I wrote the 
song, No One’s [legal soon after that. We still play, No One’s Illegal to this 
very day. A sloganeering, hardcore-disco stomper of a song! The lyrics of 
No One’s Illegal are about a true story of an immigrant that was strangled 
on a plane by cops while he was being expelled. No one stood up. No one 
did anything. Not one passenger. Not one one air hostess. Not one pilot. 
That story disgusted me because I KNEW how easy it was to stand up 
to the cops. I KNEW that they would crumble in front of even a little 
resistance. 


So if you’re an artist and you’re looking for inspiration, go out and stand 


up for what you believe in. You never know! You might feel the need to 
write some songs afterwards! 


Our best looking record! 
We released the 7-inch vinyl EP, Anarchist Til Death with a French label 


called Close Up Records. ‘They had released one of the greatest French 
riot girl EPs ever. The IKU 7-inch is definitely one you should track down. 
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(I just checked: it’s not sold out!) I booked Iku for my stag night! Best riot 
girl band I’ve ever seen. ‘The guy who ran the label was Olimai from the 
band Yperite. We had played quite a few gigs with Yperite. Great lyrics 
and great songs. (I went on to produce their album, «444», by the way.) 
Anyway, Olimai was into the idea and we started working on a tracklist. We 
pulled songs from the album Lullabies for Mutant Monkeys. The record 
starts with one of our worst, long forgotten songs, Degage Gendarme but 
a legendary radio station called Radio Beton was playing it on their rock 
show so I felt that my hands were tied and it had to go on the record! My 
mother-in-law, Sophie Dargacha (aka Moricette) is an artist, she was going 
through her monkey period at the time and I felt that they were perfect for 
the cover art. Aren’t we all just monkeys? You should download the record 
on our bandcamp to see the back cover and the round sticker things in the 
bonuses. Every picture is great! Anyway, the 7-inch record sold out! That’s 
cool! 


The next record may be a huge chapter! There were so many crazy 
adventures in those days! How am I going to write them all? How can I 
get them all straight in my head? I worked a job where I had to wake up at 
6 am every morning and we were playing two or three concerts a months 
plus mini tours, festivals and even foreign dates. At that pace, my brain just 
didn’t record memories. Or was it the beer? Anyway, find out next time 
which stories I manage to get down. There’s so many! 


GUEST CHAPTER 
Dave Winter, photographer 


Dave ts a photographer that has become a great frend and has taken some truly 
epic photos of the Parisian punk scene. 


They say, «Never meet your heroes». In 2010 I went to see my teenage 
heroes, Suff Little Fingers, at the Elysee Montmartre. It was the first 
time I'd seen them for 28 years and after the gig I used my photo pass to 
wrangle my way backstage to reminisce about Margate Winter Gardens 
on the day my A Levels finished. Although friendly enough, I’d been quite 
surprised to hear Jake Burns’s explanation for the band not having played 
my favorite SLF track, «Gotta Getaway». He pointed out it was about a 
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teenager leaving home and now that he was a man in his fifties, it was «no 
longer relevant». I would have pointed out that thirty or so years on we now 
actually do have an «Alternative Ulster» and they’d still played that, but I 
didn’t think of that until two days later. But the main thing I remembered 





from that night was the opening turn, something called «Louis Lingg and 
the Bombs». I realize that groups don’t all dress in zoot suits or some band 
uniforms these days, but this lot didn’t look as if they belonged on stage 
together. 


And then they started to play. A very petite girl started to bounce around 
like a lunatic, looking as if she could do serious damage with a tambourine, 
whilst the other girl in the band stood absolutely stock still, either 
concentrating very hard on her synthesizer or doing some sort of tribute 
to Ron Mael from Sparks’ stage persona. The lead guitarist would pull 
some guitar-hero pose, then crack up at the ridiculousness of the whole 
thing, whilst the bass player looked too cool to be hanging out with this 
lot. The singer/guitarist looked like my old art teacher from school, but 
then again I never saw «sir» leap around like this madman. But like any 
other band I photograph, I didn’t manage to get any shots of the drummer 
at the back, though I learnt later that this group have a Spinal 'Tap-like 
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curse with regard to drummers, so it’s pointless photographing the current 
incumbent. 


But what a sound! I now know that their opening number was «Going 
Nowhere Fast», but at the time I was thinking that I had to find out who 
originally did this song and why had I never heard it before? Hey, they 
wrote it themselves! The singer/guitarist harangued the audience between 
songs, before launching into the next blitzkrieg bop number. He even 
leapt off stage to prowl the mosh pit area, exhorting the typical support 
act crowd to move away from the bar area and enjoy themselves (though 
he did lose a little credibility having seemingly misjudged the height of the 
stage and having quite a bit of trouble scrambling back up again- there 
was the question at one point whether he’d be able to retain his trousers). 


A dozen (or was it half a dozen? Who knows?) songs later it was all over. I 
met the singer-guitarist, who introduced himself as Josh, after the gig and 
it being clear from our execrable French (or mine, anyway) neither of us 
were native speakers, we both reverted to a pidgin English. He gave me a 
homemade CD of the band (still play it!) and a contact email address, saying 
they had a gig coming up in a couple of weeks’time. This was confirmed by 
email (still in pidgin English) and one hot May evening I found myself and 
a friend, Fran, wandering up and down Rue de Ménilmontant in the 20" 
arrondissement of Paris looking for some venue called «La Miroiterie». 
Turns out it was nothing like the Elysee Montmartre- it was a million 
times better! I met Josh, introduced him to Fran, and he explained to us in 
pidgin English all about the Miroiterie and the Paris squatting scene. After 
a couple of minutes, when Fran asked why we were both speaking like that, 
it dawned on us that we were both British! 


Over the years I had many more brilliant nights at the Miroiterie, with 
each Louis Lingg and the Bombs gig introducing me to other bands that I 
almost certainly wouldn’t have found for myself (Mme Ex, Les Dead Boobs, 
Effello et les Extraterrestes, A VOID) and over the subsequent decade I’ve 
seen and photographed Louis Lingg and the Bombs in seemingly darker 
and darker venues. But each time I get home after the gig it always strikes 
me:- hey, this is my favorite band. 


Dave Winter, 
Paris, August 2020. 


62 


GUEST CHAPTER 
Anthony Mascarin from the band 
We Outspoken 


This guest chapter is from the Canadian band, We Outspoken. We love playing 
with them, ther brand of pop punk ts so authentic and heartfelt and everything 
they do ws based around this honesty. I think that’s why they’re so loved by their 
Jans all over the world. We've played with them quite a few times on their 
European tours and they turn up later in the book too! Stay tuned! 


I remember when we booked our first European tour we didn’t know who 
to contact, we did everything ourselves back then, we still do. We booked 
our other tours through Google and Facebook, reaching out to bands from 
different cities and asking if they could help us. In return we would book 
them in Canada if they asked. When it came to Europe we applied that 
same principle. This method worked for all of our previous tours and we 
figured that in theory it should work in Europe. 


When you're booking shows on your own there’s no agents or labels that 
step in to help. You’re alone. You rely on local bands with knowledge of 
the scene, city, venues, gear sharing etc, to help you out. When it came to 
Paris we did the exact same thing and Louis Ling and the Bombs were one 
of the first bands to respond to us (we did the same thing for Germany, 
Austria, Switzerland and other countries) but Josh was the first to respond 
to us and I remember this amazing feeling that came over me, I thought to 
myself that we could actually make this happen; to have someone respond 
and say «yes, we will do it» blew us away and we knew that the tour, piece 
by piece, was going to happen. 


Josh made our dreams come true because before working with him, we had 
never been to Europe and we really wanted to take our band there. We 
have played with Josh and Louis Lingg and the Bombs so many times since 
our first encounter that it’s tough to remember every show, it all seems like 
a blur at this point. One that we always speak about (and there are many) 
was when Josh introduced us to the Miroiterie, the best venue in Paris. 
Josh was always talking about it and on one of the tours he finally made it 
happen with his band and the band ‘Toybloid, which for those who don’t 
know, are HUGE! 
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The show was one of our best and most memorable. We hadn’t played 
anything like it. The closest thing would maybe be a show at Gilman 
in Berkeley in 1993. Imagine: a warm Saturday night in the middle of 
July, summer, Paris, a cold drink in your hand, surrounded by friends, 
handshakes, hugs, and amazing bands playing live music. You could hear 
the bands play from down the street. It doesn’t get any better than that. 
The community aspect of this show has left an impression on us that we 
will never forget. Everyone is out to help each other. We felt at home. The 
venue closed down a few years later but our memory and imprint remains. 
Louis Lingg and the Bombs has always made us feel like family and we look 
forward to many more shows with them and continuing our adventures. 
To be continued? 
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CHAPTER 7 
Alphabet of a Revolution 

















https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album 
alphabet-of-a-revolution-3 





This ts the full on punky dance party overflowing from your local illegal squat. 
This ts the soundtrack for the anti-capitalist demonstration currently camped 
out in_your city. 

This ts the sound of people screaming for another way of doing things before 
it’s too late for us all. 

This ts the smell of teargas and the leather of a riot cop’s glove suffocating all 
hope from your lungs. 

This ts the joy of taking back the streets, of taking back what’s rightfully ours. 
These are the sounds of freedom and our future. 

This ts the alphabet of a revolution. 
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It was in Liverpool that I first got involved in the punk scene. When I went 
to university, it was the golden age of skate punk and pop-punk there. 
There were some great bands at that time. A year later some emo bands 
formed and then there was a huge wave of straight edge hardcore and 
grindcore. At that time I formed Dummycrusher. We put on a quirky show 
and played with lots of great Liverpudlian bands. One of my favourites 
was the horror punk band called Zombina and the Skeletones. They 
were oddballs, original and irresistible! I loved them. ‘They were adorable 
people. I produced an abortive demo, on my digital 8-track, for them and 
then moved to Paris a few months later. 


Years later, Zombina and the Skeletones became quite successful and even 
had a run at the UK pop charts with one single! We put on shows for them 
in Paris when they were on the European tours. Great nights! In return, 
they booked us to play Liverpool for the special (and completely insane) 
squat party called the Gods and Monsters party in an abandoned old gym 
called, Don’t Drop the Dumbells. The concept was that everyone in the 
place had to dress up as a god or a monster. It was sold out. Cool! 


Don’t Drop the Dumbells was some kind of squat in an old gymnasium. 
There were practice rooms and a venue for concerts. Fucking cool! 
Pretty damn good sound system too. All old speakers, wires and «mad 
scientist» looking contraptions. But powerful, sounding, and clear. The guy 
who «ran» it was called Jake. He was from a band called Stig Noise. He 
explained how he had been inspired by a concert in the Miroiterie in Paris 
to open a similar place in Liverpool Dress. I often meet people who tell 
me that the moment that opened their eyes and put them on a better path 
was a concert in the Miroiterie. Sometimes I meet people whose lives were 
changed by one of the concerts that I organised and since then they’ve 
helped people and generally been converted to «the cause» (in the words 
of NOFX). That’s just humbling as fuck and it’s a fucking honour to have 
been part of it. I can’t say that strongly enough. 


We all live in the Yellow Submarine! 


Anyway, we arrived in Liverpool airport pretty much on time at 10.30 am, 
walked out of the airport, went to the bus stop next to a huge sculpture of 
the Yellow Submarine and turned our phones back on. Juliette went pale. 
I’ve never seen her so white. She had received a series of text messages 
from her Japanese family. Three reactors in the Fukushima nuclear power 
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station had melted down. ‘The more she read, the paler she got. Her family 
comes from that region. So fucked up. 


First stop: Kitty’s shop, Curious Orange. Kitty organised the gig and she 
has an awesome fancy dress and vintage clothes shop. Really original and 
really cool. Kitty explained she was coming as Cthulhu (a many tentacled, 
extraterrestrial god). How would she pull it off? 


‘Then we went to a pub called the Pilgrim to buy English breakfasts called 
«Belly Busters» (big success with the band) before heading off to see the 
cathedral, the cemetery and Chinatown (the oldest Chinatown in Europe 
no less!). We took photos of the Chinese masonic lodge. Actually we took 
loads of goofy photos of everything! 


I lived in Liverpool at the end of the 90s and it felt great to be back. Loads 
of nostalgia and a little shock at how the city had changed in the previous 
12 years. 

Our very important next stop was Probe Records. The most bestest, 
rockingest, most awesomest record shop in Liverpool for, like, the last 40 
years or something! It was cool to see the Probe guys. ‘They hadn’t changed 
a bit! Their passion was one of the things that pushed me into making 
music in the first place. It felt right to give them our two 7-inches. 


We hung out at the Bluecoat gallery, met my anarcho-feminist writer 
friend, Emma and then we just had time to see the Cavern Club and all 
that Beatles stuff before going back to Kitty’s shop. 

Her Cthulhu costume? Really fucking Awesome! 

So we made our way to the venue. Ash, the guitarist of Zombina and the 
Skeletones, met us outside and showed us around. 


Uh-oh! Big problem! They weren’t allowed to sell beer at the squat. Everyone 
had to tramp to the off-licence and buy some. We (Louis Lingg) bought 40 
Carlsbergs. Problem solved! That’s got to be enough for us and our friends, 
hasn't it? Surely! How wrong we were! A lot of the musicians from the other 
bands helped themselves so we didn’t get as fucked up as we’d have liked to. 
Gilbertmuda and Arno were deeply offended and complained about it for 
years and years. It was a brutal traumatism for them! 


Seriously, how the hell is a squat to survive if they can’t sell beer? If the 
French squats didn’t sell beer, they’d disappear in five seconds flat! 
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We were the only band that soundchecked. God knows why. We don’t, 
strictly speaking, NEED a soundcheck. No experienced rock band does 
BUT it does fucking help quite a lot! Jake was a pretty good sound engineer, 
ordering us about and telling us to shut the fuck up when necessary. (Well 
it got the job done quicker that way, so why not?) He could see we were 
being pricks and knew how to get things right again. Good guy! He got a 
really great sound and that taught me that when we fuck around during 
soundcheck, we get a sub-standard sound. 


One interesting thing. Bands play fucking loud in England. Way louder 
than in France. Clem was saying: «Guys we’re pretty loud,» and I was 
saying: «Well Clem! That’s just how they do things here!» 


Gilbertmuda had found a bottle of whisky and had managed to drink most 
of it. He was fucking drunk. He assured us that it wasn’t a problem as he’d 
be sober for the show at 11:30. 


As the venue filled up, we could see that the Liverpudlians took dressing 
up very seriously. There were some pretty excellent costumes. Arno and 
Laurent painted their faces green, Juliette had an awesome 60s Japanese 
outfit and I didn’t have shit. Well, Clem scrawled an anarchy symbol across 
my chest. Well, it was better than nothing. 


The first band on were The Wasters. Liverpool punks who’ve supported 
Sham 69! We accidentally and falsely accused them of stealing our beer! 
Whoops. Speaking to them after, they were really into punk rock and were 
excellent geezers! 


The second band was Kid Voodoo who played standard rockabilly and 
really got the crowd going. Man, these English bands really play LOUD! 
They also have cool haircuts. You can imagine Kid Voodoo’s rockabilly 
haircuts! Close your eyes and imagine them now! 


It was our turn to play and... shit! our drummer was still drunk! Juliette 
explained that we were playing early (at 11:15) so it was quite unfair to 
Gilbertmuda as his body had scheduled complete sobriety for 11:30! 

The gig rocked and we played well! It was an emotional concert for me 
to be back there. It was nice babbling inane shit in English between the 
songs (I often don’t even know what I’m saying in French in the heat of the 
moment). It was also really nice to play to a crowd who could appreciate 
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the subtleties of songs such as our sensitive hit song, «Bomb the Cunts». 

I climbed up the bars on the gym walls whilst singing «Chomsky changed 
my life», got scared and stuck on the top, and managed to get down alive 
without missing a note of the song. Yeah! 

There’s a lesson to be learnt from that too! There was a lesson about risky 
stage acrobatics that I hadn’t learnt yet (?’d learn it the hard way a few 
years later!) 


We played Pansy Division’s «Luv Luv Luv» as our encore (gay country punk). 
Afterwards, Leo said that we should have played «Dick of Death» (another 
great Pansy Division song. A member of Pansy Division heard our cover 
online and sent me a message to tell me that we’d done a good version!). 


It was an amazing experience to play there and look out across a big sea 
of intricately costumed Liverpudlians. From completely blue Navis to 
convincing ‘Terminators! We were so lucky to have experienced madness 
on that level! 


We convinced a crowd of Liverpudlians who had never ever heard of us 
not to kill us and that in itself was an achievement. Clem’s mate, Dave, 
overheard some kid say that we were the best band he’d ever heard in his 
life! Well I never! 


The amazing Zombina and the Skeletones played next and they fucking 
rocked (of course!). They were particularly brutal and punk as fuck! Genn 
punched herself in the face (for real) and practically strangled herself with 
the mic cable. Rock! Anyway, they rocked despite Ash having a pretty bad 
guitar sound (NEVER play rock with a fucking shitty strat unless your name 
is Jimmy Hendrix. NEVER!). I even took advantage when Genn dedicated 
a song to me and sang a chorus or two with them. Bawling atonally into the 
microphone (I am so lame, sometimes it’s not even funny)! It’s a fabulous 
thing to sing a song you love with the band who wrote it. Everyone should 
try it! The stages up and down the land would be pretty full if they did, but 
that wouldn’t be a bad thing! 


Anyway, it took a couple of hours for the heroic organisers to clean 
everything up after the gig. I offered to help... honest! 


We got home to Kitty’s house at about 4 am. Milky English teas all round 
then off to bed! Uh-oh! Can’t sleep! Shouldn’t have drunk the tea really... 
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Or maybe it was the adrenaline of the mental night still coursing through 
my veins! 


The day after 


It was about midday when me and Arno started dying of hunger so we 
decided to wake everyone up! When we woke up Gilbertmuda looked 
around and said: «Where’s the toilet?», made a run for it, realised that 
Kitty was already in there retching brutally, he ran outside and... vomited 
in the gutter. 


Synchronized vomiting! Kitty upstairs and Laurent heaving into the gutter. 
Kitty stuck her head out of the window to check if Laurent was OK. Ahhh! 
Solidarity among vomiters! 


Note: to fully appreciate the scene, you have to picture the fact that both 
Katty and Laurent still had totally green faces from makeup/facepaint 
from the night before! 


We had traditional, British, Sunday lunch at Keith’s Diner. Went down 
pretty well with most of the group and we agreed that we’d been really 
lucky with the food on this trip. It’s easy to eat like shit in England if you 
don’t know what you’re looking for! 

We hung out in Sefton Park (an extraordinary park that Central Park 
in New York was designed to copy) for a while, eating ice cream and 
reminiscing about all the times we’d had. Then it was time to go back to 
the house to say goodbye to our friends. Catch the train, bus, plane (one 
of the air hostesses, a really good-looking one, spent the flight with Arno 
«helping» him with his fear of flying) then it was the RER, the metro and 
back home. Tired as hell! 

Did I mention we were tired? That’s the rock star life, motherfuckers! 


The North Remembers! 


We'd realized that the North of France was fucking rocky as fuck as far back 
as the gig with Les Marie Salope in Catillon (see chapter 4). We adored 
Wes Waltz from Lille. We played with them at a festival called Brockfest, 
which was the festival of a musical flea market, where you could get your 
haircut while you watched the bands! Wes Waltz ruled! ‘They were kind 
of like a hardcore version of Primus or Faith No More. Insanely good 
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musicians. Oodles of energy and good ideas! Even today, the incredible 
creativity of Yassin and Clem is still revered in Lille. We went on to play 
with them several times and their new projects Psychokondriak or Toxic 
Waste over the years. Yassin would go on to play with Gary Lucas (from 
Captain Beefheart and Jeff Buckley), the greatest living avant-garde 
guitarist. Respect. 


One time we arrived in Lille train station on a sunny Saturday morning. 
We were met by Clem’s friend, Cecile. Cecile was really cool, and showed 
us around the city. 

I ate chips with a strong (Maroilles) cheese sauce. Not bad. Very strong 
through. And very stinky! We then went to a modern art exhibition where 
one of the installations analyzes your face and tells you what mentally 
deranged person you are. I was Elizabeth Bathory, Clem was Paris Hilton, 
Cecile was Marilyn Manson, Gilbertmuda was Quentin ‘Tarantino... Shit! 
I can’t remember the others. 


We walked to the venue, The Blind ‘Test, enjoying the sun and sights of one 
of France’s coolest cities. We met the band we would be playing with for 
the next two days, ‘The Real Nelly Olson. They play a kind of high-energy, 
female-fronted take-on-poppy Motorhead meets AC/DC. They are Lille 
hardrock superstars! ‘They are also supercool and unbelievably nice! 

The guitarist, John Wouééé, had pretty fucked up teeth at that time, he told 
us the story of how he’d gotten so fucking drunk that he fell from a first- 
floor story apartment... onto his teeth. Bummer. They all broke. There’s a 
lesson to be learnt there kids. Be careful out there! 


We soundchecked and we sounded pretty good for a small bar with a 
Behringer PA system (a tiny Behringer PA that sounded louder and better 
than a PA twice its size or price!). 

We ate dinner. I ate Maroilles pie with stinky Maroilles balls. (Do you see a 
pattern forming here?) 


We had free drinks when the barman revealed that the beers were 8.5% 
alcohol! 


The barman had been giving us free glasses of beer and we had been 
drinking for quite a while when he mentioned, ofthandedly, that the alcohol 
content of that type of beer was about 8.8 percent alcohol content. What 
the fuck? Why didn’t anybody tell us? That’s a lot! The room started to 
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spin, I felt dizzy. Kler Chacal from ‘The Real Nelly Olson came over to tell 
me it was time to play... oh shit! 


We got on stage and the concert sped by in a blur of sweat and speed. Can’t 
remember much about it to be honest. We fucked up a couple of songs but 
nothing major. It was really hot and I must have sweat half my body weight! 
No one really «danced» but everyone seemed happy and the crowd were a 
diverse mix of rockers, goths, metal heads, indie kids and normals. 


I could hear that the guitars were out of tune so I assumed it was me and 
tuned up my guitar between songs. We played the next song. Damn! Still 
out of tune! The bright lights, the heat and the sweat sometimes do weird 
stuff to the tuning. After the gig Arno said it was him that was out of tune 
during the concert! He’s one of those super human people who can tune 
by ear but even he can’t do that on a noisy rock stage. Damn it! I thought 
it was me! Luckily he owns a tuner pedal now. Don’t forget to buy one kids! 
It’s not an optional purchase! 


The Real Nelly Olson were up next and they played a monstrous set that 
got the whole bar headbanging and jumping. 


I bought Axel his first Jagermeister (served in a test tube) and he liked it! 
Yay! So a cool time was had by all and we can say that people from Lille 
are fucking nice and they know how to fucking party! 


Next day, everyone emerged bleary-eyed to eat roast chicken at Wazeem 
market (a Lille tradition). I ate chips with Maroilles sauce. Some dude 
recognised us and congratulated us for the concert from the night before. 
Nice! Fatigue was taking its toll though. Arno was desperately looking for 
his new Johnny Hallyday lighter. He couldn’t find it anywhere. Ooops! It 
was in his hand the whole time! I think we all needed to sleep a bit more! 


The Real Nelly Olson were a hard rock band so they could play in places 
that an anarchist punk band wouldn’t normally get to play. ‘They took us 
to play a gig with them in a biker’s bar in a small town. We were greeted 
by scowls by the tattooed bar owner but some people are like that. No big 
deal. 


In fact, he was always a nice guy (RIP) and not smiling is absolutely not 
a problem! The roof of the bar was covered in leather, Santiago cowboy 
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boots nailed upside down. Behind the stage was a solid wall of empty 
Jack Daniels bottles. It made us think of the redneck bar from the Blues 
Brothers so the jokes started to flow! We told Axel that he wouldn’t get out 
alive and we’d be kidnapped and that they’d throw beer bottles at us while 
we played! I suppose big city bands turning up and laughing wouldn’t 
always be a welcome occurrence but it went OK. I pushed the audience’s 
buttons a little but everything went fine and when I asked for a beer I got 
free cheese sandwiches. Rock and roll! 


We said to each other, like the big city kids that we were, that because it was 
mother’s day and all the bikers were with their mums, the bar wouldn’t pay 
us anything and when the owner turned to us and said: «Normally I give 
this much to the bands but because there weren’t many people...» we said: 
«Ha! told you so!» and then, in fact, he gave uu MORE money to make up 
for it! That’s how bars SHOULD operate! Incredible! 


I can’t tell you about every gig with The Real Nelly Olson ‘cos they were all 
good both in Paris and in Lille and that doesn’t make for interesting story 
telling. ‘They played with us in the Miroiterie and in a weird squat that was 
impossible to find called the 6b. ‘They still occasionally play together to this 
day and they'll pop up a couple of times in later chapters... 


Epi Stupidity, Really. We're really fucking stupid. Seriously. 


Around this time we found a permanent residency at a practice studio. 
Awesome! That means we could have a place to stash our stuff and practice 
one day a week without looking at the clock. However, it was a mess with 
cables everywhere and stuff all over the place. 

Laurent, our drummer, found a massive metal wardrobe that was being 
thrown away by somebody. We decided to transport this enormous thing 
to the studio on his small car’s roof. He didn’t have a rack or anything so 
how would we stop it from damaging the roof? Our solution was to use the 
dog’s blanket. Simple! 


Second problem, how to stop it sliding off the roof and killing someone? 
Laurent found some old electric cable and we set about strapping the 
fucker to the car with the extension cables. 

Juliette, our long suffering singer, came out with the dog. As usual, faced 
with our incredible stupidity, she was polite, patient and cool, and didn’t 
say anything. 
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WE COULDN’T OPEN THE FUCKING DOORS OF THE CAR! 
Whoops! I guess we were dumb. 


We posted the dog through the window and then scrambled through the 
windows ourselves and set off. 


Imagine us driving round the Paris ring road with my hand on the wardrobe 
under the impression that «I’d be able to feel it move». 


On the motorway, I felt the big metal wardrobe slipping. Oh shit? 
We made it! We probably just had seconds before my arm gave out. 


At the studio, we had to get the fucking thing through the door. A kind 
of airlock that you’d find in a spaceship. We tried pulling it in diagonally 
up on its corner one way, then the other. No dice. It was too fucking big! 
Fucking dumb. 


Laurent went off to find someone to open big doors. No luck. Then we 
hit on the idea of just pulling the thing flat, just simply, through the door 
normally. It worked! ‘The simple solution had eluded us! Shit we were dumb! 


After a few months, we found that the metal wardrobe wasn’t a very 
practical thing to have in the studio and threw it away anyway! 
Dumb! Dumb! Dumb! 


An abandoned rail signal house 


Our next gig was at a squat called the Gare aux Gorilles. It’s a dramatic, 
skinny-looking building that must have housed some train signal equipment 
or something. You climb up a cobbled hill and the place just looks fantastic. 
Pretty cool stage, sound system and a nice looking bar. Looks wise, this 
Parisian squat was going for the title! 

An association of talented printers, called Better than arts, were putting on 
the show and they had done four or five completely different posters for the 
show! Each lovingly hand-printed and available to buy. 

Yummy Fever played some fun 90s style pop-punk with great duo vocals 
between Julie and Arno. They even sang a song in Japanese! Great songs 
performed with extremely good humour! 
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Next up was Crashtesters, who did some good punk stuff and some great 
covers - Sham 69 and Dropkick Murphys. You get the idea? 


We played last. Pretty well too. We were getting to the point where we 
could do good concerts most times we played. We used to fuck up one out 
of every two concerts but I think that figure had gone down quite a bit by 
that time. At least I think it had! 


Idiot son of an asshole 


One time, we were setting up our stuff for a concert in the Pixi bar in 
Bagnolet. The Pixi was a shithole basement venue in a shithole town. 
We were playing with a lovely, young band we’d never played with before 
called Eleven Coaster, I think. We decided to go outside to get some air and 
take a 5-minute break before really getting into setting the shit up on the 
stage and soundchecking in the basement. We went to the Polish grocery 
store down the street and bought some cans of Polish beer and pickles. We 
started the beers and the pickles at a table on the terrace of the bar. Good 
pickles, man. The sun shone down, I started to unwind and eat pickles and 
I felt it was going to be a good gig. Good vibes. 


«You can’t drink those cans here,» said the owner of the bar. An ugly 
motherfucker in his fifties. 

«Oh, we’re the band...» I said. 

«I don’t care, you can’t drink those beers here,» he replied. 

«We can take them down to the basement for later,» suggested Arno. 

«Or we can pour them into plastic glasses or something?» 

«You have to buy the beers at the bar,» he spat out, getting angrier. 

I asked him how many free beers we were allowed to have. 

We explained to him we didn’t mind bringing in our own beers to drink 
backstage but if we had to pay bar prices for the beer, we’d spend more 
money than we would make from the concert. 

He seemed to think that was a good idea. ‘The fucking prick could smell 
blood and really wanted to fuck with us. 

«You should pay me to play in my bar,» he said. Convinced he’d come 
out with a killer line. «You bands are getting exposure by playing here. I 
shouldn’t even be letting you keep the door money.» 

Our fully unruly, half crazy drummer, Gilbertmuda, decided it was time to 
get involved. «Your bar’s empty every day! Without us you’d have another 
dead Saturday night! You’d have fuck all without bands like us playing 
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here!» our turbulent drummer’s heckles were rising. «Look, buddy,» he 
said, «either you let us drink the beer cans we bought or we won’t be 
playing your dismal dive bar.» 

«I'll never let you drink any beer can in my bar ever,» he smiled a smarmy, 
slimy, confident grin. He was sure that he’d just called our bluff. What an 
arschole. 


Incredibly, we didn’t even need to discuss anything, we got up, packed up 
our stuff and sent as many messages to people to get the word out that the 
concert was cancelled. You may think that’s bullshit but you’d be surprised 
how much time musicians spend complaining about bars ripping off 
bands. It happens all the time. The very mention of having to pay to play 
sends musicians all over the world into an uncontrolled rage of biblical 
proportions! 

We carried our stuff out of the bar. The owner’s jaw was on the fucking 
floor. He didn’t say a fucking word. We stormed out and the bar was back 
to being empty and silent again. 

I'd forgotten my Polish pickles. I went back to the table, screwed the lid 
back on the jar and left. 


We felt really bad that we’d screwed over Eleven Coaster. Poor guys. We 
fucked up their concert. We promised we’d make it up to them one day. We 
never did. Damn! Get in touch dudes! 


Another bar that hosted a shit ton of punk gigs 


Our next gig was the Turku bar on the east outskirts of Paris. I arrived 
there after having taken the bus with all my equipment (rock’n’roll is hard 
work!), and I was soaked with sweat from the effort. 


It looked like one of the most awful hellhole bars you could imagine. 
Complete with menacing locals propping up the bar... 


Thankfully, appearances can be deceptive, and the bar owner (this old 
Arabic guy) was really nice and professional. ‘The concert was put on by 
Duke of the Crames - a new Parisian punk who really did a great job and 
is enthusiastic and passionate. I think that rubbed off on the groups and we 
all felt we had to play well for him. 

Lots of people were already there for Yperite. They rocked the house. Nuff 
said. 
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Then we played. Highlight of the set for me was when a girl burst out 
laughing when we hit the second break of Bomb the Cunts. This 1s exactly 
the reaction we were looking for. I think it’s great to say something radical 
in a song but I also think the radical message is even better when it’s really 
damn funny! We didn’t play a proper encore because Clem said she really 
needed to pee. Some guy gave her a narrow glass but she said that it would 
be difficult to aim right. 

I was playing bass at that concert because Axel wasn’t there. Although that 
gig went well, previous gigs where we’d played with a reduced formation 
hadn’t gone well at all like one we did in Bouffémont that went terribly. 
From that gig on, we always tried to replace missing members from a 
rotating cast of friends and musicians. 


The legendary Garage Lopez finished the night with an enormous set and 
two encores. ‘The tattooed drummer drummed naked after a while (of course). 
Red lightning on either side of his penis if I recall correctly. Ahem. The 
locals were amused but I could see that they were really fucking digging the 
music. Garage Lopez really are a class act. ‘They could convince anybody that 
rock’n’roll is the most important thing in life! They started their set by saying: 
«We’ve heard enough ‘Techno-punk, now for some real rock!» - or something 
to that effect. I dig being described as techno-punk! That was a first! 

Garage Lopez are just great and funny and really nice guys. They gave us 
stickers and badges and records after the show. We’d alway wanted to play 
with Garage Lopez for years! Finally did it! 


We’d go on to play the Turku quite a few times. ‘The most memorable was 
with Les Marteaux Pikettes. Great band! The singer/guitarist was amazing 
and she plays a white ‘Telecaster with one string. Yes, you heard that right! 
Her guitar only has one string! Sounds good too! Makes you think? 


Anyway, eight years later, Arno would join them and play guitar for them. 
They sound even better now! 


Every band needs a band photo 


For our next album. I didn’t want to go to a studio. We did it all by ourselves. 
‘Totally homemade! I recorded guitars in the basement of my building, It 
had mud floors and was too humid to work in for more than a few hours. 
Sull we did it and it sounded great! Nothing can stop the Louis Lingg roller 
coaster! Let’s get those songs recorded! 
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We decided that we needed a band photo. People had been asking for 
band photos and stuff like that for like 3 years. We’d never got round to 
it. We brainstormed ideas and decided we REALLY didn’t want a classic 
punk band standing up against a dirty wall. We came up with the idea of 
dressing up as ballet dancers. We booked a dance studio and called Thibault 
Cabanas who'd kindly offered to take the photo. He took some great photos. 
They looked really cool. We decided to use lots of them in the CD booklet. 
Awesome! 


Let’s make a concept album! 


Our next record was called Alphabet of a Revolution. It was punctuated by 
kind of quiz-style mini songs. It makes listening to the album almost like a 
game. Good idea! I always liked the idea of concept albums. I couldn’t name 
you a concept album that I actually like, though. 


We decided to see if we could record the record using drum programming 
technology. Lots of big American bands were already abandoning the 
idea of using real, recorded drums in records. In hindsight, it seems like a 
revolting idea because half of the drum sound is how the drummer hits the 
drums and if you take that away, you’re taking away half of the instrument. 
It’s crazy, but most bands these days, in 2020, still use programmed drum 
samples instead of real drums. Anyway, it was our drummer Gibertmuda 
who actually wanted to do it that way to see if he could make them sound 
hyperactive and realistic at the same time. He spent months programming 
them. It was a huge undertaking. He did a great job and no one ever realised 
that the drums weren’t real. The rest of the record was recorded in my rich 
neighbour’s wine cellar. It was so humid down there that I had to pack 
up and move out all the equipment each time to avoid everything going 
rusty! I got the neighbour’s kid, Victor, to recite some anarchist revolution- 
related words on one of the alphabet quiz tracks. I even brought down my 
baby, Ethan, to record some words like «daddy» and «poo poo» into the 
microphone on one song. 


Clemence’s little brother, Hadrien, mixed the record. He did a great job! 
He went on to tour the world in the band ‘Tahiti 80 and do live sound for 


Petula Clark among others. 


The artwork was done by Aurelia a.k.a. Stranger Wolf. A great artist based 
in Montréal. She would go on to design another two of our records. Even 
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to this day people are often moved by the artwork on this record! Most 
recently on an interview we did on Dynamic Radio in February this year, 
ten years later! 


Matt from Craze records wanted to release the album. He had started 
a new label called 30 Hour Drive Records. I can’t remember why it was 
called that. Matt? Tell me why! 


A flea-bitten crack den 


Matt was up for an adventure so he drove me and Arno to a concert in 
Nantes with Les Dead Boobs. His car broke down on the motorway. One 
of the motherfucking spark plugs had fallen out! We called for a repair 
truck and he towed the car back to his garage. We listened to the repair 
guy bitching on about immigrants and kept our mouths more or less shut. 
He fixed the car for free and wished us a good concert. Fuck yeah! He’ll 
probably never know what a dick he is. Back on the road! 


I love Nantes! Great town! The venue was a sleazy club though on the Ie 
de Nantes. There were crack dealers outside and you could see fucking 
little insects crawling around on the chairs! I shit you not! Were they fleas 
or something? Who knows! We had fun walking round Nantes. We saw a 
20-metre-high robotic elephant made of wood and metal (obviously) that 
actually walked and sprayed water out of its trunk! Yes, French artists don’t 
really have much limits! Nantes seems like a really cool place! ‘Thanks to 
Matt Craze for putting out Alphabet of a Revolution on his label! One 
of our best records! It comes across as a concept album. The songs come 
together well! Some of those songs still get played on radios in the US, UK 
and very recently in Germany! ‘The CD didn’t sell that well though. Our 
first record that didn’t sell out! Matt eventually broke even luckily but we 
still have loads. ‘Tell me if you want one! Imagine manufacturing thousands 
of CDs just the day after everyone’s CD player is thrown into the rubbish 
dump! That’s us! 


A song from that record, Destroy Civilisation, seemed to be quite visual! 
Wouldn’t it be cool to do a video for that song? Who do we know who’s an 
awesome, cool, and talented video director? Apart from its serious title, it’s 
a pretty funny song with a pretty quirky structure. How did we do it? Let’s 
find out in the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER 8 
Destroy Civilisation 





Here’s the video: https://www.youtube.com/watch’v=uJB1IAUN8fFA&t=4s 





My favourite Parisian bar was the Planet Mars on Rue Keller, near Bastille. 
It was a tiny little bar but everyone who went there was cool as fuck. Pete 
Shelley from the Buzzcocks drank there when he was in Paris for fuck’s 
sake! One of the reasons why it was so cool was a DJ called Hakim. Hakim 
then went from DJ to bar owner! The Planet Mars is closed now. He still 
has great taste in music to this day and I saw him a few weeks ago and he 
was still passionately pushing the amazing new bands he’d discovered on 
anyone who'd listen. That’s the sign of a cool dude by the way! I used to 
DJ there occasionally too and I really can’t remember when the idea to 
play some concerts there came from! Hakim? Or me? Crazy acoustic punk 
gigs. No microphones, just scream, jump around and hope for the best! 
We also played gigs there with Underground Railroad and Richard from 
Ricky Spontane. Remember them from an earlier chapter? Dave Winter 
was there to capture the event. Remember him from an earlier chapter? 
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Richard’s memory: 


That concert is Richard’s favourite memory of us. He says: «My favourite 
‘you’ moment was during the acoustic gig at the Planet Mars, when you 
were singing behind the bar, as if you were using the song lyrics to take 
orders...» I also stuffed mint leaves in my mouth and kept singing. That 
wasn’t such a good idea. 


Fucking Cunts 


The Planet Mars was forced to close years ago. Most bars and businesses 
on Rue Keller were eventually forced to close or went under when a nasty 
little piece of shit called Manuel Valls became the French prime minister. 
His girlfriend lived on rue Keller so they basically just closed down the 
whole street so they wouldn’t have to see anyone. Cunts. 


Hakim opened a new Planet Mars but they forced him to close that one 
too. Hundreds of bars have been forced to close every year in Paris. Most 
of the time the police use music or even people talking too loudly outside as 
excuses to close down bars. I shit you not! Talking loudly OUTSIDE a bar 
is often used as a reason to close them down. Paris was being gentrified at a 
frightening rate. We had less and less places to play music or even listen to a 
fucking record. Artists were getting pushed out of Paris just when Parisian 
bands had got really damn good! Oh yes, things were getting difficult for 
Parisian musicians. Luckily there were still squats like the Miroiterie! At 
least it was still there as a refuge for Parisians to cut loose. For the moment... 


National French must day! 


One year in those days, we were invited to play the big stage at the Féte de 
la musique in Rambouillet. Rambouillet is quite a right-wing town which 
mostly just means racist as fuck when you get right down to brass tacks. 
The Féte de la Musique is like national French music day and it was a kind 
of outdoor festival with lots of bands playing on every street corner. To be 
honest, it’s mostly fucking annoying with shitty French bands playing U2 
and Red Hot Chilli Peppers covers and is actually so bad that most bands 
and music fans just boycott it completely but in Rambouillet, it’s kind of a 
big deal. They have big stages so we accepted. We asked Hadrien to do the 
sound for us. We played to some Japanese tourists and it wasn’t too bad. 
Then a coach load of disabled kids arrived and they seemed to like us. The 
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gig was getting better! I asked them if their parents had ever voted for a 
neo-nazi party called the Front National. I told the kids to murder their 
parents in their sleep if they ever did that! Well, I admit that was possibly 
going a little bit too far and then Hadrien faded the music down to nothing. 
The organiser of the entire festival had been riding past on his bike at that 
very moment. He told me to get out of his town. We got the gear together 
and went to the train station. Gilbertmuda and the girl that had booked us 
were really happy about it. At least ’d pleased someone! He was smiling 
from ear to ear. 


Edit: Hadrien tells me the boss guy told him to fade down the music ‘cos 
we'd just gone over our allotted time. Also the racists in Rambouillet weren’t 
from the Front National party but were from a party called the UMP. Yeah, 
OK. But it’s easier for punk singers to be lazy and just say Front National 
as a kind of shortcut. That’s just how it is. 

Edit of the edit: Hadrien seems even less happy about this edit. All I can 
say is that yes, I was a bit of a prick on stage. About the boss guy: I’ve met 
a lot of people in my 42 years on this earth and I have rarely met someone 
as cuntish as the cultural manager of the town of Rambouillet. Total cunt. 
He spoke to me as if I was less than shit as he asked me to leave his town. 
Half of the band stayed and had some more drinks, though. 


Myspace 


At some point, I have to mention Myspace. Myspace had a huge effect 
on music. It blew open a million doors in millions of people’s minds. ‘The 
underground punk scene had always been very international and punk 
bands could always have a worldwide underground following through 
the network of fanzines, forums and message boards. Punk bands had 
not needed mainstream approval since the 80s. What Myspace did was 
make this modus operandi the de facto mindset for every musician in the 
world. ‘That’s a pretty big change. Entire genres of music rose and fell on 
Myspace. Every band could have a global audience on a level playing field. 
There was no sinister algorithm although bands could friend thousands of 
people to get exposure, it actually worked quite well. 


Louis Lingg and the Bombs had three thousand fans on Myspace from 
around the world and they were pretty active. We started appearing in 
online charts of the most listened to French bands. We received amazing 
fanmail. We had more concert offers than we could handle. Cool! 
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Then Myspace basically sold out to Rupert Murdoch and it collapsed 
overnight and we all had to drag ourselves over to Facebook. It’s now 
2020 and we’ve still never really recovered from that move to be honest. 
Facebook’s system was not designed for music and their algorithms are 
constantly dimed to favour the rich and famous and Facebook’s occasional 
crusades against left-wing sites and left-wing people have created more 
than a few problems over the years! 


Drummer problems 


We asked Gilbertmuda to leave the band. We’re not friends anymore. He 
had done some pretty nasty shit. It was an unanimous vote. (The band had 
become a democracy by this time.) 


This was REALLY the end of an era for us as this drummer had a unique 
hysterical style of playing that had helped define the band’s sound over the 
years. At its worst, it sounded like a drum kit falling down a flight of stairs 
with a bunch of mid-level musicians falling after it but at its best... holy 
shit! When the drumming was good, we sounded like we were flying in a 
fucking Mig fighter. Like an epileptic’s dream of what rock should sound 
like! (Yes, that’s good!) 


The autumn started out in fine irreverent fashion, we played an open air 
festival in honour of a kind of bean (I forgot the exact species of bean...). 
«The Party of the Bean» is a real ancient tradition apparently. 

We then played a benefit show for a centre that helps illegal immigrants 
fight the fucking government at the CICP (a Paris anarchist centre). ‘This 
was a dream come true for me and Arno, as we'd always seen amazing 
bands play there and always wanted to play there too. We’d go on to play 
there several more times in later years. 


Things then went completely fucking mental as we played nine fucking 
concerts in Paris, practically in a fucking row. Well, actually it wasn’t 
that bad. We played a benefit concert for Pussy Riot, played mental 
(and extremely memorable concerts) with the English band, Longfinger 
Bandits, the trashy rap band Joe la Mouk, Lillois weirdos- Wes Waltz, the 
Californian band The Swords of Fatima, and the Spanish band Subfobias. 
We mostly played well, too, and lost ourselves in the unconscious bacanal 
insanity that is our live shows. 

But... well it was time to wake up and accept that it was the end of an era. 
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Our last concert with Gilbertmuda was the 19 December at the legendary 
Parisian squat, the Miroiterie. 


Drummer 4 


Replacing him was actually quite easy because one of our fans, Jala, had a 
son who was a great drummer! His punk name was Zgaygoire or something 
like that. His real name was Greg and he was also the drummer of Effello 
et les Extraterrestres that were playing some great concerts on the Paris 
scene. ‘They were young and there were megatons of energy flying around 
that band. They were hot! I produced a 7-inch and an album for them. 
Greg’s drumming style was regular and solid. (Gilbertmuda’s was erratic.) 
Maybe, we were getting old but Greg’s steady beats were a pleasure to play 
to (speaking as a guitarist). It’s like building a house on a solid foundation. 
You could really feel the difference in the music. Our live act got even 
better! Well... maybe we should say that it was different rather than better. 
‘Tempo lurches and unpredictability can actually be seen as positive things 
for a live show. 


About Greg’s first gig with us: it was in the Rigoletto. He was really sick 
before the gig. He had extreme diarrhea but still turned up and played like 
a trooper for a slightly violent audience. He finished the concert deathly 
white and maybe a bit smelly. He just earned our eternal respect. He was 
in! 


I want my, I want my, [want my MTV! 


We had always dreamed of having a proper music video. A really good 
one! I had cobbled together four videos with footage from my Blackberry 
phone for Conspiracy, Am Stram Gram, Fuck You and Going Nowhere 
Fast. They were truly awful videos! (Although the one for Am Stram Gram 
has some charm and 6000 views!) 


I had met a wonderful video director in Nice, Cyrielle (from an earlier 
chapter), and she had moved to Paris. She was friends with Michel Allouche 
who had already filmed a load of great music videos around Paris for a 
wide variety of independent artists. The guy was passionate about the art 
form! I think that counts as a winning team! We chose Destroy Civilisation 
as the song and started working with Cyrielle and Michel on ideas for a 
script. Well, they came up with a great script about some kind of dystopian 
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future where kebabs become illegal and cops become infected with viruses. 
They asked a super makeup artist called Alexandra Mouli, to help out and 
she added a whole other level of storytelling with making up our faces to 
reveal our secret-rocking identities half way through the video. Sounds 
like a plan! We didn’t have any money or any real budget (we managed to 
give Alexandra 300€ for her makeup materials) but we were off the starting 
blocks! 


Filming took place over three or four days. They had cast Mathieu 
Vladimery, an American actor in the lead role of the infected cop and our 
friend, Simon, as his henchman. Michel had even gotten hold of a real 
uniform and a gun! The first day they filmed the cop driving round Paris 
shaking down band members and our fans and generally being a fucking 
arschole. 

There was a great scene with the cop losing his shit in his apartment as the 
virus crawled up his arm. ‘That night we filmed me and Juliette procuring an 
illegal kebab and getting caught red-handed by the cops. I don’t know how 
they did it, but for the last day’s filming, on Sunday, they had gotten hold 
of the keys to an enormous, empty TV studio in the 15th arrondissement 
of Paris. Maybe the lighting director, Louis Dumetz, got them? (Correct 
me!) Thanks Louis! It was like letting young kids run wild in a sweet shop! 
There was a huge soundstage with a green background and lots of lights, 
machines and things like that! It was so fun running around that place! 
Drinking beers, joking and waiting for our makeup session with Alexandra 
(one hour each) was super fun! I think that spirit of fun soaks through every 
frame and comes across when you watch it. 


Alexandra did a great job with the makeup and Michel worked 18 hours 
days (at least) to make it work! The poor guy was white as a sheet and 
almost falling unconscious at the end. Thanks dude! I can’t mention 
everyone who worked on the video but it was a lovely team of passionate 
people who weren’t in it for the money. There were even CGI effects and 
sneaky references to the film, END:CIV about the Deep Green Resistance. 
Earth first everybody! We organised a party in a small bar for the world 
premier and it was really nice! I entered the video in a few competitions but 
it didn’t win. People really love the video and fans still contact me to this 
day to tell me so. Mathieu Vladimery went on to be moderately famous 
in the TV Show, Versailles, and he became much more famous starring in 
the game, Detroit: Become Human. Apparently video games are as big as 
movies these days! Cyrielle went on to move to Mexico to dive with sharks 
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and stuff like that. Michel is still out there on the streets of Paris making 
excellent and creative videos for independent artists on miniscule budgets. 
The guy’s a true warrior for the cause! 


In this period, we were starting to play more in towns outside Paris and 
even play some festivals and mini tours. In the next chapter, Pll talk about 
some of our crazy adventures! Pll never be able to mention them all but I'll 
try and mention the most unhinged ones! We even got to support one of 
my favourite bands. ‘Tune in next time to discover who it was! 
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CHAPTER 9 
Live at Haguenau supporting the Polysics 





https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album/ 
live-at-haguenau-supporting-the-polysics-september-2013 





This is the smell of teargas and the leather 

of a rot cop’s glove suffocating all hope. 

This ts the joy of taking back the streets, 

of taking back what's rightfully ours. 

These are the sounds of freedom and our future. 


Holy shit! P’ve forgotten to talk about our Berlin gig in 2013! We’ll always 
have Berlin! Isn’t that what they say? Let’s take a step back! 


Can’t go over the Berlin wall! 


We’d organized a couple of concerts for an instrumental psychedelic duo 
from Brazil called M.i.P.V. In return, the guitarist, Laura, invited us to 
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take part in her Brazilian music themed festival in a squat in Berlin. ‘The 
concept made no sense but that’s never been a problem! Fuck yeah! Bring 
on another crazy adventure! Berlin, here we come! 


A slight problem: Juliette was deathly sick. Like really fucking ill as fuck. 
Her skin had actually turned grey! For real! Luckily she’s also an actress 
and believes that the show must always go on so it didn’t slow us down that 
much. Every few metres in the airports and train stations she’d have to lie 
down on benches and drop unconscious for a few seconds. So that slowed 
us down a tiny little bit! 


When the Berlin wall came down, lots of families from east Berlin just said 
«fuck 1» and abandoned their dreary old appartements so there were loads 
of empty buildings in the centre of a major capital city. This was paradise 
to a generation of anarchists, artists, techno party people and immigrants. 


One of these was a theatre, bar and restaurant called the Acker Stadt 
Palast and that was where we were booked to play. It was a cool place, full 
of anarchists, non-binary type people and freshly cooked vegan food. ‘The 
crowd wasn’t that big and we were playing on some ancient equipment 
that was dying as we played. Juliette was dead at the side of stage just 
before the concert, completely gone under a mountain of blankets, but she 
sprang to life when it was show time! The show must go on! 


A Brazilian solo act called Barracuda Project went on stage after us with 
a blistering set of big-beat and techno rock! We hung out with them after 
the show. He was there with his girlfriend. They had met in a factory he 
worked at. He worked on the factory floor and she was the daughter of 
the boss. He was a talented guitarist and swept her off her feet. His project 
was one of the beneficiaries of President Lula Da Silva’s cultural subsidies 
(hard to imagine now that Brazil was like that back then). Anyway they 
were a nice couple. 


Juliette was completely out of it when we got to Laura’s appartement so I 
stayed with her that night and for most of the day while the others went to 
visit the Brandenburg Gate and a few other things. (Axel has to try out the 
burgers in every country we go to.) When she came to, she looked much 
better. Her fever had broken, and we went out to get drinks with the others. 
We wanted to visit the Kopi squat, one of the most legendary squats in 
the world before we left. A huge squat, with punk venues, art galleries, 
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an anarchist library, a cinema and even a gym! When we got there they 
were watching an extremely non-PC adult French animated film called 
La Honte de la Jungle, I think. OK. Why not? So we hung out there for a 
bit. Cool, welcoming people and chilled vibes in a bar made from recycled 
junk. It looked pretty cool too! 


I Hung My Head 


Clement Meric was murdered on the streets of Paris on the 5th June, 
2013 by a facist wearing knuckle dusters and some kind of White Power 
T-shirt. I think Clement was 19 and was a student union activist, animal 
right campaigner and many other cool leftie things. Although not directly 
connected to my music, I should mention it because it was a huge deal 
in France at the time. It even led to the government finally banning 
«Troisieme Voie», The Third Way, the evil facist group led by Batskin, 
whom I mentioned in an earlier chapter, a nasty fucker that has never gone 
to prison for his crimes thanks to his parents being connected high up in 
France’s corrupt judicial system. Remember that Batskin had tried to book 
our band back when we started. Fucker. 


The next day at work, I was shocked to hear my colleagues all insulting 
Clement and «left-wing hooligans» fighting on the streets of Paris. What? 
Yet again, I was totally amazed at the power of the media to misinform 
and flip the truth onto its fucking head. ‘Truly astounding. I really should 
write a song about that phenomena! Up is down and down is up! 


I went to the march in Paris to remember Clement Meric. It was pretty 
incredible to see. People flooded the streets marching with a force and 
seething anger that you rarely see in Paris demonstrations. It felt more 
like a military uprising than a demonstration. A willful march against a 
rising evil. There was literally a sea of people striding down the streets 
shouting antifacist slogans. I recognized some punks and lefties but it was 
amazing to see so many people from different walks of life. ‘The stereotype 
of antifascist wearing black hoodies is only a small part of the bigger 
picture. People saw through the bullshit. Vive Paris! Anything is possible 
when people raise their voices! 


When members of Clement’s family took the megaphone to address the 
crowd, everyone all along the road and down the hill all sat simultaneously 


and you could hear a pin drop, it was so silent. It was a startling moment. 
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They'd previously said in the press that they felt uncomfortable with 
Clement becoming a martyr for the Antifascist movement, which is very 
understandable considering this young man was into so much great stuff. 
However, faced with the total respect of 20,000 people on the march, it 
was an incredibly moving moment for the family and for everyone there. 
He HAD become a martyr and there was something deep and inescapable 
about it that was actually quite beautiful. They saw the respect in it. 


After the speeches from the family, the crowd started shouting «Anti, anti- 
fascist!». I’ve rarely heard so much anger at such a loud volume in my life. 
There wasn’t a policeman to be seen anywhere on the march, I can tell 
you. For once, the police correctly assumed that beating lefties to a pulp or 
even just being visible would be an extremely bad idea for them. It was a 
very moving experience that I’ve never forgotten. 


A world of fanzines 


I've always loved collecting and reading fanzines. I love the DIY spirit 
of them and I often love the aesthetic of them. I love reading about the 
different things happening in the punk world. The longest running and 
most respected fanzine in the world was Maximum Rock’n’roll. We’ve had 
some great reviews in MRR! So I was happy to read PPPZine (Punk Post 
Punk Zine). It was a really cool French fanzine that had started giving us 
nice reviews from very early on. You can still download them from the 
internet and there’s even a CD compilation to download. It was written by 
Frederic Thebault who'd written a cool book called Generation Extreme 
about early punk and cold wave. I organised a 6-band festival at the 
Miroiterie in 2008 called PPPZine festival to distribute copies and mostly 
just to hangout with Fred! It went well and everyone had a blast! IKU and 
Les Versaillaise a Moustaches were on the bill. Remember them? 


Electric surfin’ Go! Go! 


Anyway, Fred recommended us to a friend of his from Oxyd prod that was 
looking for good support bands for a Japanese band called the Polysics 
when they played Haguenau in Alsace on their 2013 European tour. I 
love the Polysics and I had been listening to them since John Peel first 
played them on BBC Radio | back in the distant old days of my youth! 
The Polysics are a really famous Japanese punk band that have a really 
sped up new wave sound. Like what Devo would sound like played at the 
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wrong speed whilst having their brains downloaded into a video games 
system! 


We were really excited but Axel couldn’t come! Oh no! Big problem! So we 
had to replace him with Effello from Effello et les Extraterrestres. Problem 
solved! Alsace is fucking far so we drove to Haguenau in a minibus/van 
and we took Madeleine with us to be our sound woman. She plays bass in 
‘Toybloid, which is a band that pops up in our story a few times. Stayed tuned 
for that! It was a big venue. Similar size to the Elysee Montmartre! There 
were lots of people but it still felt pretty damn empty! We soundchecked 
and then ate vegetarian Flammenkuches with the Polysics and the rest of 
the crew. The Polysics were polite, friendly and supercool! Just as you’d 
imagine really! 


Then it was time for the gig and I gave Madeleine my dictaphone to record 
the concert. That’s what recorded the record! It sounded alright so fuck it! 
I decided it was gonna be a record! The gig was really fun and we even 
played a cover of a classic Japanese song for the Polysics. It got cut out of 
the album though because Bandcamp (quite rightly) don’t allow covers! 


I don’t remember any debauchery or drunken craziness but that’s life! 
The Polysics are just genuinely nice people. Not every story can be action- 
packed and insane! 


Then, of course, we got to sell records at the merch stand (some Germans 
were there and I could hardly understand the local dialect!) and then we 
rocked out to the Polysics! Lastly, we took photos with them and said our 
goodbyes. They invited us to see them again when their tour got to Paris. 
Which we did! They’re so nice! Simple! Thanks for all that, Fred! Nice one! 
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CHAPTER 10 
Songs for a Teargas Sunset 





https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album 
songs-for-a-tear-gas-sunset 








Acid rain ts stinging your eyes as_you marvel at the crumbling city walls around 
you. 

It’s the end of the world and the last cop wants to beat you to death for planting 
the last flower without a permit. 

Tear gas makes you claw at your face as you gasp at the beauty of the sunset. 
Red upon red upon red. 

«Must be all the pollution,» you laugh, before you lose consciousness for the last 
lume... 


Around 2011 while Gilbertmuda was still in the group, I had the idea to 


do something different and do a record quickly on world class equipment. 
A completely different way of working. We still didn’t have any money, 
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though, so I didn’t know how we’d ever make a record that wasn’t just 
cobbled together in a basement or a bedroom! 


Sweet dreams are made of this 


My father-in-law had just bought a fucking huge Neve mixing desk from 
Manchester. It?d been used to make some classic records like What’s 
the Story Morning Glory by Oasis (and loads of others!). It’s like the 
Lamborghini of recording equipment! I managed to get a weekend of free 
time on the desk. It was a nice gift! Thanks! I had hired a young assistant 
engineer who knew how to run the studio. I didn’t know if I could afford it. 
(I didn’t know how to operate a Neve desk at the time! I went on to record a 
great cumbia record for the Waykiki Boys on that desk when it was moved 
to a different studio.) Anyway, this engineer was an unknown quantity so 
we asked Clem’s little brother, Hadrien, to help us again. He always did 
good work. We had five classic songs to record! Let’s do it! 


Before the session, the engineer calledin sick, he said his boss would cover for 
him for no extra charge. His boss turned out to be Manu Guiot, known for 
his work on the Eurythmic’s Sweet Dreams and working with Mick Jagger, 
Bob Dylan, Celine Dion and even Charles Trenet! One of the greatest 
sound engineers in French history! We started setting up the equipment 
and Hadrien and Manu started bickering. Uh oh! Manu retreated to his 
newspaper and let Hadrien take control. Oh well, in a session, things get 
tense and you don’t have much time to second guess things. It was going to 
be OK! Manu told us some cool stories and anecdotes like how he played 
guitar on Sid Vicious’s My Way (which he also engineered) so it all worked 
out nicely in the end. 


We played and recorded the five songs in the most basic way we could. 
That was a requirement of recording five songs in two days, I think. I 
remember that I struggled to sing in tune for the recording. ‘That would 
be something that would hound me for every recording ever since! I just 
cracked under the pressure but Hadrien pulled some good takes out of 
me. ‘The weekend was over and the raw tracks were good! The British jazz 
singer, Malia, was passing through and said that the songs sounded great! 
Thanks Malia! 


The band was doing pretty well on Myspace (we had more than 3500 fans) 
so I made an announcement: «If there are any superstar mixers out there 
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looking to mix some hit rock anthems, we just recorded five of them so 
get in touch!» I never thought it would work but it did! The mixer Steve 
Kravac was a fan and said he was up for it! Thanks MySpace! Now that 
was a lucky break! Nothing like that has ever happened to us on Facebook! 


Steve Kravac is one of the sound engineers that is responsible for the 
Californian punk sound. He had worked on Punk in Drublic for NOFX, 
he worked with Bad Religion and he had even worked for Steve Jones 
of the Sex Pistols! He’s best known for Blink 182’s first album and some 
absolutely great albums that he did for Less Than Jake and MXPX. Phew! 
Wow! That was an insanely lucky break! 


As you can imagine, he did a great job. The songs sounded great. Steve 
would later visit Paris and hang out with us in La Feline bar and tell us cool 
stories about Blink 182 and all our punk rock heroes! Do I have permission 
to tell them to you? I suppose that’ll be another story! 


I could afford to get one song mastered by Streaky (The Prodigy, ‘The 
Stone Roses, Paul Weller) and the rest were mastered by Micheal Hateley 
(Green Day, Madonna, Red Hot Chilli Peppers). Pretty insane stuff for 
a little anarcho-punk band with no money! My plan to do a record in a 
completely different way had certainly panned out and then some! Long 
story short: it sounded great! 


A Poisoned Gift 


Marsu, the owner of Crash Disques liked it too and agreed to release the 
record! Cool! Crash Disques was the best punk record label in France! 
In the 80s Marsu had managed Berurier Noir and Lucrate Milk and 
their record label, Bondage Records. In the 90s, he released Les Thugs 
(probably the most respected French rock band in history) and helped set 
up the CICP which is a cultural centre that has helped so many people and 
so many good causes that I couldn’t even begin to name them all. In the 
2000s he released the first album for Guerilla Poubelle which kick-started 
an entire movement of teenage punk bands. Decidedly, this was a pretty 
cool thing that was happening to us! It was pretty damn cool! We started to 
have meetings with Marsu and throw record cover designs around. 


However the record started getting delayed and a year or two went by. 
I was used to writing an album’s worth of songs in a year. That year I 
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didn’t write any songs as I was blocked creatively and physically with the 
release of this record being held up. Another year went by. The situation 
was damaging the group in many ways. I had writer’s block and it was a 
huge disappointment for us after we had had so many lucky breaks... the 
last domino just wouldn’t fall for us. Maybe nothing would ever work out 
for us. Maybe this whole thing was going nowhere? You get the idea of the 
kind of problems we were having. 


We eventually released the record in 2014 with zero promotion and zero 
fanfare. It was released by Nacion Libre in Mexico and Magnatune in 
the USA. We didn’t have any energy or hope left for it. We bundled it 
together with some remixes done by some of our fans and friends and with 
an acoustic version of ‘Twitter Riot that we’d recorded at SAE’s recording 
studios with Olivier Famin from Les Becasses (remember them! They’re 
still awesome by the way and would later go on to tour the USA!). 


I felt the record needed a new first track, though, as I pulled Bring It On off 
that record to put it on the next one. Damn! We needed a new song! ‘The 
entire world had been going through some bullshit depression because some 
US bankers were being slimy fuckwit pieces of shit. People were dying of 
poverty all over the world. I even went on «Occupy Paris» demonstrations 
and met a nazi from the French military intelligence who had tried to 
infiltrate our march. What the fuck? A song obviously needed to be written 
to catch the global downturn and my own downturn in relation to all this 
horror. We wrote it quickly and recorded it quickly with our new drummer, 
Greg, in our rehearsal studio. I remember playing keyboard on the floor 
and generally doing stuff on the floor because we didn’t have time to put 
stuff on stands! I just had a fever to get that song down! It turned out great 
and it went on the record as the new first song! We never worked out how 
to play it live though! We’ve never played that song live. Not once! 


We needed a front cover so I asked Sophie Dargacha for a cover, as the one 
she had done for us on Anarchist ‘til Death had worked so well. She had 
the perfect image for the times, a little girl with a gas mask on. It would 
prove prophetic as France and many countries slipped into civil conflict 
culminating in the Covid 19 pandemic and another worldwide depression. 
That cover resonates with me so much to this very day. 


Even though the process of making the record had nearly broken our 
spirits, we received some news that lifted our spirits. [ Wish I Was Dead 
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ended up as the 2nd best song of the year in 2015 on Mick Fletcher from 
Just Song Punk Songs Blog and Global Punk Radio. We’d beaten off some 
really heavy hitters from ‘Teenage Bottlerocket, ‘The Spoilers and Leftover 
Crack! ‘That really made me smile again and made me think that maybe 
there was a reason to continue the adventure! Thanks Mick! 


People have often said to me that No one’s Illegal is their favourite song by 
us and Angry Bird got used a lot in illegal Polish car racing videos on You 
‘Tube. The remixes that we bunged on there have even picked up quite a 
few fans over the years. You never know what might work with people. 


It’s easy to forget 


We were actually improving our live act with Greg on the drums and we 
were playing some amazing concerts and festivals! We were having some 
extraordinarily madcap adventures around France and Europe. I feel bad 
not talking about all the concert stories in this chapter because I know 
that’s what people want to hear. ll tell those stories one day, I promise! 
This chapter’s just about name checking incredibly famous people whereas 
I should have been naming people from the punk scene from all our crazy 
concert capers. Well, psychologically, this record was hard for us and a 
bit of a turning point. Maybe we've never recovered from it? Maybe this 
record taught us a lot and has made us into the band we are today? ‘Tune 
in for the next chapter where we would make our best record, the record 
that Pll be proud of until the day I die, Favela Ninja! 
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CHAPTER 11 
Favela Ninja 





LOUIS LINGG AND THE BOMBS 


FAVELANINJA 














https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album/favela-ninja 





As the world tears itself apart in neo-liberal screams of static 

and alternatwe facts bouncing off every antenna, 

Twisting our very thought processes into self hate, 

The population of this planet are crying out for hope. 

six billion desperate people drwen to poverty and despair are looking to defend 
themselves, 

to strike back against the tiny oligarchy that’s eclipsing the future of this planet. 
We need an assassin from the left, 

someone who's willing to return fire. 

We need a... FAVELA NINJA! 


The Miroiterie had been in danger of closing for a few years. We’d done a 
few «last ever» concerts and a bunch of benefit concerts there by the time it 
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actually closed. It had already resisted years of lawyer, police and neo-nazi 
pressure. It had gradually risen to become one of the most internationally 
famous music venues in France! When the Stooges came through France 
on tour, Mike Watt and Steve McKay from the Stooges turned up for ajam 
session and asked to play with local musicians like me and Nathan Mozes 
(from the band Mozes. Nathan turns up a few times in our story! Stay 
tuned!) Anyway jamming with members of the Stooges in front of 200 
people is just one of many amazing memories I have of that place. The 
concerts there were (sometimes) completely amazing! Sometimes there’d 
be 5 people and sometimes 300 people! 


A Death Blow for Parisian Music 


Anyway, eventually a wall was damaged and partially collapsed and the 
Miroiterie was declared dangerous. Then neo-nazis (or undercover police 
officers) firebombed the few people who were left there as caretakers. ‘The 
inhabitants decided that enough was enough. Fucking nazis hitting you 
when youre down? And it would have been silly for people to get really 
hurt for a pile of rubble. 


In the years that followed, a wave of police action closed hundreds of bars 
across Paris. Many of them were places that dared to host events by local 
artists. Paris became a city that is almost impossible to play music in! It’s 
insane! 


The importance of the Miroiterie can’t be overstated. Even now I 
meet people who tell me that the Miroiterie was their gateway into the 
underground of DIY, extremely left-wing politics and generally helping 
your fellow humans in the face of a cruel world. They tell me all the 
amazing causes that they’ve supported or even started! We were evangelist 
preachers for our world view. Not all squats are like that. We’ve played lots 
of cool squat parties and we love them dearly but most squat parties are 
for people already in the loop. Preaching to the converted. ‘The Miroiterie 
wasn't about that. The Miroiterie was the biggest gateway drug into the 
alternative scene. 


Going underground 


Our friend Rabby Bochel from the band Hypnotizing Chicks invited us 
to play one of these kinds of parties. But she had a plan to do the craziest 
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and most underground squat festival ever! Her idea was a festival of bands 
playing hundreds of metres under the ground in an abandoned chalk 
mine. We’d got our friends from Barcelona, Spain, Subfobias, onto the bill. 
Our good friends ‘The 3 Gnomes were already on the bill. The 3 Gnomes 
were three members from Les Gnomes. They were one of the first French 
bands to bring the Californian hardcore punk sound to France in the early 
eighties. We’d go on to play with them quite a few times and I’d go on to 
produce their comeback EP. 


Where was I? Oh yeah! Playing down a mineshaft! We turned up a bit 
early before the soundcheck to hang out. We obviously didn’t know what 
to expect. When we arrived, they offered us vegan food from the buffet and 
some beers. Cool! Subfobias were late though. Would they turn up in time 
for the gig? It was time for our soundcheck so we started walking down a 
dark shaft with our gear. About 50 metres of tunnel. Our guide told us to 
stay in the lit areas and that we absolutely, shouldn’t explore, as the last 
person to do that was lost for days. I was starting to wonder if this would 
actually be pretty bloody awful when we turned a sharp corner. The tunnel 
opened out into a big cavern. Not claustrophobic at all because it was 
as big as a church. Sounded like one too! Punks were scrambling around 
setting up a cool-looking stage. 


Anyway, Subfobias made the gig just in time. (We would go on to play 
with them everytime they came to France, I think!) We played a pretty 
good gig and I have the sneaking suspicion that I broke the Marshall amp 
that I borrowed for the show. Sorry! The bands played all night but so 
far underground, who gives a shit what time it is? All in all, an amazing 
experience! ‘Thanks Rabby for letting us play deep underground in a big 
chalk cavern! 


Feel No Pain 


We had some ups and downs though. A legendary guy from Arras, Nath, 
booked us to play the Mayday festival, Le Son du Porte-voix, twice. The 
first trme we turned up early to do an acoustic radio session on Radio PFM 
and an interview. ‘There was a big open air stage and all around the town, 
there was a book festival with street theatre and the like. All very left-wing 
and all very cool! My wife and son had taken the train to Arras and were 
in the audience. During the first song, I jumped around a bit on stage and 
I fell off! Yes, I fell off the fucking stage like an idiot on the first song! I hit 
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a metal barrier on the way down and broke a few ribs. Damn! I knew I 
was fucked ‘cos my guitar had a big crack on its neck and a red patch was 
spreading across my side. ‘The show must go on and I didn’t want my son 
to see anything that would frighten him. I had only missed a few beats by 
the time all this had gone through my mind. I got a rush of adrenalin and 
continued the show with every bit of energy I had. The neck of my guitar 
finally broke in two in the last song so that’s pretty good! My chest started 
hurting as soon as we came off stage. two young punks were inspired by my 
poor guitar, took it from me and started whacking it into the ground like 
the front cover of London Calling. Juliette was fucking great on that gig. A 
total star owning it up there on that big stage. After the gig there was a line 
at the merch stand for young punks queuing up to see her. One even asked 
her to sign his bare chest and one got his arm signed. I suppose that’s how 
you know you've got star quality! 


I carried my son back to the train station. God knows how I did that ‘cos 
as soon as the train left, I could hardly breathe or move at all. We went 
for dinner with some of the other bands. (Whenever we play gigs in the 
north of France we always eat «Welsh» which is a kind of cheese on toast 
but that’s like calling a 1980s calculator a motherfucking Ipad!) One of 
the other bands was a Parisian hardcore band called Emma Pils. ‘The 
guitarist asked me if my side hurt, waited, then jabbed me in the chest, 
I collapsed in pain as he laughed. It still hurts to this day to think about. 
It was brutal for months. ‘That guy’s a fucking prick, that’s for sure! Pd 
learnt a lesson. I was getting older and just couldn’t do the madcap stage 
antics to that dangerous level anymore! It was a great day though, despite 
the pain. 


La Féte de L’ Humanite 


Arno managed to get us a gig at the Fete de L- Humanite. We were replacing 
some band whose name escapes me. It’s hard to explain this festival to 
anyone that hasn’t been there. It actually defies all logic for non-French 
people. It was created to make a bit of money for the French socialist 
newspaper, L’Humanite. It’s a huge festival that drew 600 000 people the 
year that we played. It’s completely bonkers. Imagine if Glastonbury and 
Burning Man festival let nearly every leftwing association in the country 
put on concerts simultaneously and you’re halfway to understanding the 
insanity. The site has a few big stages and hundreds upon hundreds of 
smaller stands and tents and each one of them puts on some kind of shows 
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or concerts. It’s mind-bogglingly crazy walking round hearing traditional 
Venezuelan songs about liberation mingling in the very same air with 
vegan hardcore as you walk by two adjacent tents. The people there are 
all really cool and in general, though, the festival Just seems to work itself 
out just fine and has done so since 1930. It’s a modern-day testament to 
impossible things actually just working pretty well! 


The tent that we were scheduled to play in was actually one of the biggest 
ones on the path leading away from the mainstage. It was equally shared 
between a socialist and an ecologist alliance of smaller parties if I recall 
correctly. 


We hauled all our gear and amps and everything across the site negotiating 
the thousands of festival-goers as we went. When we arrived, we saw that 
the stage and the soundsystem hadn’t been built yet. There was just a huge 
pile of flight cases there in the middle. There was a sound engineer milling 
around but he seemed to be drunk and left for some reason. 


The show was meant to start within a few hours so Arno and I rolled up 
our sleeves and worked out how to construct and plug in the sound system, 
set up all the microphones and we even set up a small lighting rig. Phew! 


After doing that, we wanted to watch a bit of Massive Attack’s set. They 
were pretty good but they weren’t very loud considering the speaker stacks 
were the size of good-sized houses. We rushed back to our stage and started 
playing at full volume. Remember that there was no sound engineer to stop 
us. A good few hundreds of disillusioned Massive Attack fans came in our 
tent... and it was great! Quite a few of them actually went pretty fucking 
mental and rocked the fuck out. Awesome! 


It was a bit difficult to play and do the sound at the same time. As you can 
imagine! We had a fantastic ttme and some old dude said that we sounded 
like a cross between Chumbawamba and Crass and I think that’s the nicest 
thing anyone’s ever said about us! So the moral of the story is: if your 
sound engineer fucks off, take advantage of the situation and play really 
fucking loud when Massive Attack finish their gig! 


Dragging our equipment back across the site at one o’clock in the morning 
whilst trying to avoid incidents with extremely drunk socialists was an 


experience, I can tell you! It will change you forever! 
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We tried to get a taxi. No dice. No way. No how. Axel got out his phone 
and used a brand new app called Uber. I couldn’t believe it! It worked! We 
filled a black Mercedes up with gear and piled in. The driver gave us water 
and sweets. The driver even let us listen to punk rock. I was stunned. Was 
this some kind of futuristic dream? 


Creative Commons 


From the very first record, we’d been releasing our records under Creative 
Commons Licences whenever we could. Creative Commons 1s a different 
legal framework to the classic copyright. If you copy one of our songs 
onto your computer or over the internet, it’s not illegal but when you do 
that with any classic record, it’s illegal even if you bought the damn thing! 
It worked out well because we had hundreds of thousands of streams 
from various Creative Commons sites. ‘That’s a lot for us! We also got on 
quite a few underground radio shows all over the world like the amazing 
PCPodcast in the UK and Ryno the Bearded in the US. Ryno’s show was 
really fun and the guy’s just really charismatic with a great taste in music! 


Ryno The Bearded 


Anyway, off the back of all that stuff, we got booked to play at the Creative 
Commons festival in Cologne in Germany with other groovy CC bands like 
the incredible Vienna Ditto. Sounds like an adventure! Marc Hollenbach, 
another bearded person from the Creative Commons world, booked us a 
gig in Amsterdam. He had a very big beard! The adventure just turned 
into a tour! Ryno had received donations of a few bitcoins from generous 
listeners. A bitcoin was suddenly worth a shit ton of dollars so he visited 
Europe with the money he got from selling a bitcoin! He’d come on the 
tour with us. Yeah! ‘Touring europe with a cool DJ from Mississippi! Bring 
it on! We rented a big red van, invited our friend Simon to be our driver 
and off we went! To infinity and beyond! 


First stop Amsterdam. The little Amsterdam bar had a brutal limiter 
installed on the sound system. hat means that if you play over a certain 
volume, you’re 1n trouble. One hard hit on the drums is enough to trigger 
the fucking thing. Luckily we’d had experience with these nasty little boxes 
in Paris. he sound engineer knew what she was doing too. It’s possible to 
get a good sound under these horrible conditions but it just takes a bit more 
work covering the drums in sticky tape carefully balancing the amps. We 
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met the lovely Vienna Ditto and immediately realised that they were really 
something special like a rockabilly Portishead or a big band jazz Massive 
Attack! A nice Swedish band called Emerald Park had also driven all the 
way from Sweden for the event. Impressive. It was a strange gig really. 
In between bands, the barman insisted on opera singing renditions of 
everything from No Diggity to Du Hast. Absolutely and utterly annoying 
but by the end of the night, the auditory abuse kind of wears you down 
into actually liking it. 


After the gig, some of us went back to Marc’s place to sleep. It was a 
completely empty flat so we slept on cold concrete floors. He said: «I told 
you I didn’t have any furniture at the moment.» You’re not wrong, dude! 
He certainly tried to prepare us for it! He was the market manager for Nike 
Holland or something like that and was a real character! We invited him to 
join on the adventure to Cologne. We had an extra place in the van! Bring 
it on! Let’s hit the road! 


Cologne was cool! ‘The venue was a huge old warehouse or maybe an old 
factory. It was split into different parts for different cultural activities. It 
reminded me of the squats we saw when we played in Berlin. A venue like 
that in Paris would be incredible! ‘The backstage area was excellent and 
there was really great vegan food and we even had hotel rooms booked! 
That may have been the first time that had ever happened to us! The 
soundcheck was excellent, the sound engineer was extremely fucking 
competent. Great! We set up our merchandizing stand and Marc offered 
to be the shopkeeper during the gig. He was drinking heavily. 


We bumped into Spiedkiks, one of the best German electronic bands. Nice 
to meet people behind records that you actually listen to! ‘The band playing 
on stage was playing abstract electronic music with a woman covered 
completely in gold paint gradually bathing in a bath filled with little pink 
balls. Yep! Really. 


Vienna Ditto played next and everyone’s jaws hit the floor. Being in Louis 
Lingg and the Bombs has really been an honour, mainly because we got 
to play with some of the most talented people I’ve ever seen! They really 
were THAT good. 


An awful reggae band with about 20 members played next and they made 
the sound engineer unplug important parts of his carefully set up system. 
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We played next and the engineer couldn’t get things working correctly like 
they did before. ‘Then he apologised and had to leave. Damn you crappy 
reggae band! We made the best of it and played a pretty rocking show! 
About half way through I saw Marc stand up on the merch table scream 
something that could have been words and take his T-shirt off! Ryno went 
to try to coax him down! We continued rocking! 


At the end of the gig, Ryno explained that we’d lost Marc mentally and 
physically. He’d run off into the night or something. He’d gone off to find 
him. We came up with a cunning plan, keep him locked in the van while 
we took the equipment off the stage. It seemed to work well so when we 
got to the hotel car park, we did it again so we could go and hang out with 
Vienna Ditto in the hotel lobby. ‘The lobby had a vending machine that 
sold beer for fuck’s sake! We sat in a big circle on big colourful bean bags 
and emptied the fucking vending machine! Such a great night. 


I woke up. My head throbbed for a few minutes. I had a shower. I had a 
nagging suspicion that I’d forgotten something important... Holy fuck! Mare 
was still still locked in the van!!! Shit! If he’d pissed in it, or puked we’d be 
fucked for the 11-hour drive home! If he’d died, that would obviously had 
been even worse for obvious reasons! My heart was pounding as we crossed 
the car park. He was alive and well and in good spirits. «Oh, hi guys. How’s 
it going?» He looked like he didn’t even have a hangover. Craziest thing 
I’ve ever seen! He lives in Ireland now if that means anything! 


Beer for breakfast 


For years, a friendly brewery called Karlsbrau had been sending us beer 
for free to drink in the backstage areas of concerts. After all, they send 
beers to sports leagues like bicycle polo with only a few followers so why 
not, right? We come in contact with hundreds of people a month. Every 
band dreams of being sponsored by Fender, Gibson or Marshall but in 
fact, over the years, the free beer must have saved us thousands upon 
thousands of euros. Much more than the value of a guitar or an amplifier. 
When we invited a group to play with us, we would be responsible for 
feeding them. We’d have boxes and boxes of free beers for the bands. Of 
Beckers, Licorne, Karlsbrau and a few other brands. It saved us massive 
quantities of cash and the bands really appreciated it because they got to 
drink lots of beers and we had slightly more money to pay them at the end 
of the night! Win-win! ‘This relationship went on for years. After all, as a 
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band we were in contact with thousands of people a year and were often 
photographed with a can of beer in our hands or on stage. We musicians 
are cool and we’re undeniably trendsetters. Well, that’s what I think about 


us anyway! 


This excellent state of affairs went very wrong at a concert we organised 
for Pete Bentham and the Dinner Ladies. We’d met Pete Bentham at the 
Gods and Monsters concert Liverpool with Zombina and the Skeletones. 
Remember that from a previous chapter? Well, we'd hit it off and it turns 
out that his band Pete Bentham and the Dinner Ladies (so called because 
his mum was a dinner lady apparently) were an absolutely excellent band 
with a string of great songs. They had two girls dressed up as dinner ladies 
on either side of the stage doing all kinds of things while they played 
political but extremely touching and funny songs. No easy feat! 


That night, Karlsbrau had sent us a new, super strong beer they were trying 
out, called Boris Bold. All the musicians from all the bands drank these 
super strong time bombs at an olympic speed. We even gave loads to our 
friends in the audience. Suddenly, we noticed the line for the toilet growing 
longer and longer. People who'd drunk the beer were starting to have the 
shits. Bad diarrhea! ‘The stench started oozing out of the toilet across the 
stage and slowly, there were more and more pale faces in the venue and less 
and less healthy-looking people. Still, it was a great concert! Just be careful 
what you drink! Not all beer is created equal! 


Blue Vinyl 


Anyway, onto the record: the guitarist of Les Becasses, Olivier Famin, was 
still studying at SAE studios to become a sound engineer. He invited us 
to record a song in their studios. We recorded Freedom Fighter there in 
a day. Juliette managed to rent a tiny electric car and incredibly, she was 
able to stuff a drum kit and all our equipment in it! A miracle! I brought 
a Kaossilator (a crazy synth you play by wiggling your finger around on a 
pad) and some thumb pianos to add an intro and some weird noises. We 
recorded the rest of the album in our rehearsal room over 2 or 3 years. 


Instead of practicing for 2 hours, we’d record for two hours. ‘That’s a very 
inefficient and laborious way to work but it was really the only way to do 
the record we wanted to do. It involved meticulous sound design from me 
in order to keep a good sound on all the songs. 
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Ace US pop punk mixer Steve Kravac was on board again to mix. As 
he was mixing the album at Hell’s Half Acre studios in California, we 
were playing a gig at La Comedia in Montreuil. It’s difficult to correctly 
give mix directions in a noisy environment! Steve’s experienced enough 
to ignore the dumb things we said and pick up on the good things so it 
turned out great! Aurelia Folch did a really cool cover for the record and 
it was released on transparent blue 12-inch vinyl, CD, and cassette. I was 
too physically and mentally exhausted after the mammoth undertaking of 
the album to promote it properly. Ironic really! What’s more, ?d seen many 
bands make that mistake and here I was doing it myself! Oh well! 


Favela Ninja took four years’ work and will always be our masterpiece. 
This is mostly because I seriously just want to make singles and EPs now. 
Making albums is a thankless task! A huge undertaking for a band with no 
resources. 


‘Tune in next time to discover how we were able to shake ourselves free of 
the post album blues. 
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CHAPTER 12 
Kiiroichurippu - Hopeless Love in the age 
of the glitch 


HW 
' Hopeless Love 
in the Age of the Glitch | 





https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album/kiiroichurippu-hope- 
less-love-in-the-age-of-the-glitch-2 








You feel hopeless. 

You feel the glitches accumulate in your brain. 

You feel the persistent push of wi-fi signals and bluetooth radiation pushing 
through your defences. 

Nothing feels real anymore, 

and you scream as fake news is pummelled through your eyelids 

through pervaswe media propagation networks. 

Infected roots spreading through your immune system. 

Alvenated white noise and cries for help fill the landscape around you. 

You clench your fist. 
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The love you feel is real. 
No one can take that from _you or reduce tt in any wa). 
Love is the first step to the resistance. 


I thought I'd go through the story of our entire discography record by 
record: one chapter for each record. 


Sorry, it’s taken so long to write this chapter. It was so painful to write that 
I almost abandoned the whole project to avoid writing it! 


No one’s Illegal 


We've played lots of benefit concerts for lots of great causes that we believe 
in and I often meet people that were brought into the alternative world 
partly because of our concerts. Music really does help and really does 
change people’s lives. It’s an incredible honour to be part of something 
like that. 


I think the concert that moved us the most was when we played for refugees 
in a squatted high school in Paris. 400 refugees had set up an autonomous 
community in the squat with elected representatives from each community 
and floor etc. A system that worked pretty well. Paris was a no-go area for 
refugees and still is. The city and the police have a zero tolerance policy 
for refugees. Mayor Hidalgo tries to make life as hard as possible for them 
in the hope that they would disappear or something! The inhabitants and 
companies of the 19th arrondissement didn’t agree and provided them with 
food and supplies. I had visited them and asked them what they needed 
and wanted. They spoke to their constituents and said to me that they had 
enough food (local companies and people were very generous) but what 
they really wanted was a bit of culture and music. Life without any culture 
or music starts to seem like a prison after a while. I said I’d do that for them 
and I spoke to my friend Dalia who really inspired the whole idea and put 
me in touch with a crew called Disco Soup or something. They wanted to 
make a huge banquet for the refugees (and they certainly did that!). I put 
the word out for other bands to play with us. In just one day we had lined 
up Brazilian marching bands, klezmer bands with our friends from Klunk, 
jazz bands, African drum circles, hip hop bands, and most strange of all 
an open-top sports car that rolled in and became an industrial hip hop 
sound system. Like a fucking transformer or something! So fucking cool. I 
couldn’t believe the response that we got. It took a fair bit of juggling and 
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negotiating to make it all work and all the groups to play one after another 
throughout the day. The klezmer music went down well as did the Brazilan 
band and the African drum circle... I almost forgot to get Louis Lingg and 
the Bombs to play! We played mostly acoustic instruments on a tiny little 
sound system that ’d borrowed off Amnesty International. We played in 
the middle of the courtyard surrounded by everyone and sang our hearts 
out for about four songs or so. 

Then the refugees who were visibly moved by all this wanted to present 
their show to us. The Afghans did a traditional song and dance that moved 
me and Juliette to tears and then the Egyptians showed us a very young 
central African rapper that they’d taken under their wing. An amazing 
talent. He blew us all away with his rapping skills. 

All the musicians gave instruments and drums to the refugees (all instruments 
subsequently stolen by the police) and the refugees thanked us for making 
them feel like the centre of something. It was a very emotional day. There 
have been thousands of concerts to raise money for refugees but hardly 
any concerts just for no other reason but to provide them with joy and the 
love of life. They had tears in their eyes and we had tears in our eyes. The 
cultural exchange was incredible. I’ve rarely done anything important like 
that in my life. (The police raided the squat soon after and dragged them all 
out to the suburbs and stole all their property as I previously mentioned.) 


We're down’ it for the kids! 


Another interesting gig we did in this period was a concert in a preschool 
creche for 2 and 3 year-olds! Yes! semi-acoustic punk rock for 2 year-olds! 
Put that on a fucking ‘T-shirt! 

I had explained to the director of the creche that we were an anarcho- 
punk band and had even given her a CD. She really really really wanted 
something different to the farm animal show they normally booked for the 
kids. Anything but them again! 

We did two gigs: one in the morning and one in the afternoon, each one 
followed by a jam with the kids on loads of percussion instruments that I 
had brought with us. 

We were accompanied by Jean-Louis Lopez, the famous singer of The 
Dead Boobs. He said he was afraid to miss the start of the gig so he had 
decided to stay up all night so he could be on time. He had some coffee 
in a CNT beer glass and asked the creche workers where he could smoke. 
Nowhere was the answer! Played acoustic guitar for us. He stood up on a 
chair to play and instantly became a legend to the children there who were 
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constantly told not to stand up on chairs! ‘They speak about him to this 
very day! The gig in the morning went well, the spectacle of a bunch of 
moshing 2 year-olds jumping and rolling around on the floor was enough 
to raise a few eyebrows with their parents, that’s for sure. The afternoon 
gig didn’t go so well. Most of them cried and a couple of them started a 
fist fight in the mosh pit and had to be separated. Hey, that’s punk rock 
kids! Sometimes it makes you happy, sometimes it starts fights. That’s just 
how it is! I tried not to laugh at the spectacle of fighting two year-olds and 
all the rest crying in misery as we slugged our way through the laborious 
set. (Hey, I’m not a total arsehole!) We cheered them up and made amends 
by letting them torture their parents with percussion instruments for a full 
hour after the gig! 

It was the best paid gig we’d ever done. Don’t knock it ‘til you try it! 


Getting back on the horse 


The record that we didin this period was a 4-track EP called Kuroichurippu: 
Hopeless Love in the Age of the Glitch. 

The Favela Ninja album had taken almost 4 years to do and it had nearly 
sucked away our will to live and was a financial failure. I thought it was 
important to break that cycle quickly as we were spiralling downwards 
towards a band catastrophe. We were arguing a lot in the group. We were 
frustrated and desperate. I needed to show the group that we could do a 
world class record quickly and with zero budget... and we did! 

Juliette is half Japanese and we all like Japanese music so we made the 
record half Japanese and half English. That was the concept. We even 
used one of our drummers, Greg’s, guitar riffs. Juliette wrote the lyrics to 
Onigiri entirely in Japanese and people who understand Japanese think 
they’re great. A funny take on onigiri recipes! 

We recorded and mixed the record super fast in our practice room. I often 
just used the first take of every part. It sounded great! Yay! We broke the 
long soul-crushing album curse! It got picked up by quite a few radios and 
podcasts so it ended up helping us out of a slump. 


The Drums of War 


This is difficult to talk about. This is the moment that Greg left the band. I 
don’t really blame him because we’d been struggling to have regular band 
practices for a few years. A couple of our members were rarely there and 
it became hard to survive as a band. When we played concerts or when 
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we went on mini tours, I sent and received hundreds of emails to organise 
things as best I could but the nature of punk people is that chaos and 
logistical mix-ups were never far away. He found that hard to take as he 
was often the driver. 


He put up with it for a while. I thought that the EP, Hopeless Love in the 
Age of the Glitch, would show him that we were exceptional (and open 
to drummer input!) but it didn’t work. He wasn’t looking for something 
exceptional, he was looking for something else. He joined a semi- 
professional band called Toybloid (remember the super cool Madeleine, 
from the Polysics gig?) and played in huge stadiums with them (no 
exaggeration, they literally played quite a few stadium gigs! I shit you not!) 
and realised how horrible and grubby our lack of organisation was. He 
also jomed Cookies, a truly mediocre band that apparently writes their 
songs in five minutes and records the lowest of lo-fi records imaginable and 
he must have realised that our painstaking writing and recording process, 
stretching out over months, was actually a heartbreaking and nerve-racking 
business. Imagine what a breath of fresh air songwriting with Cookies must 
be! Again, I don’t blame him. As a drummer, he must have looked at our 
arguments over melodies absolutely aghast when his other bands were 
well-oiled machines, spewing out music and getting paid for gigs. It hit me 
really hard after years of struggling with the band. We had sacrificed so 
much over the years. I’d almost given up so many times. I didn’t know how 
I could get out of this depression. How could I survive this setback? It was 
really brutal for everyone because he’s one of our closest friends to this day. 
I sincerely hope to be good friends with him forever. 


Tune in for the next chapter when we discover how the band bounced back 
from almost certain doom. 


lll 


CHAPTER 13 
Made of Fakes 





https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album/made-of-fakes-2 


Startup culture wars on an empty battlefield 
Sighting for empty ideas with misdirected drones. 
What’s winning in a war of disruption? 
Who will pick up the preces 
when the last flower dies 
and the final posthuman passes into the quantum realm? 


We held auditions for a new drummer. That’s something that we’d never 
done before. People were just in the band. I never second-guessed my 
choices before. All the band members were 100% part of the band before 
even playing with them. I don’t even remember how Axel and Arno started 
playing in the band. ‘They were just there and my brain accepted it as 
normal and deleted all memories of how they got there! 
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Some American dude contacted me. He wanted to move to France to join 
the band. That sounded like it was a bit too extreme but I was flattered. We 
auditioned Mathieu from Effello et les Extraterrestres and Charbel from 
The Dirty Widows. They weren’t right for us but I did go on to produce 
a cracking album for The Dirty Widows... so that’s nice! Replacing Greg 
wasn’t that easy and despair was eating away at the edges of my mind. Is 
this how the band ends? 


Drummer number 5 


I had agreed to be a judge on a few different talent shows. ?m dead against 
participating in talent shows myself but I like judging them and helping 
young artists progress in their art and their career. It’s the duty of the 
older generation to help the youth! ‘That’s not just a glib saying, it’s really 
true. The skills ’ve acquired really are in danger of disappearing if I don’t 
pass them on. I wouldn’t encourage bands to play in talent shows but I’m 
happy to help out the ones who are already in them. One of the bands on 
The Springboard Show was a band called Nothing To Tell. They rocked, I 
voted for them, they won. I awarded them with a free day in my studio as 
part of the prize. We recorded 2 songs in a day. Phew! That was a busy day! 


It turns out that they knew the band Toybloid already because Lou, the 
singer, had taught them in a musical summer camp type thing when they 
were children. They also started to listen to Louis Lingg and the Bombs 
and they liked what they heard. As I recorded them, I got to see that 
even though they were very young, they were very talented. I realised 
that the drummer, Octave, was exceptionally talented, open-minded and 
charismatic. He seemed to be infinitely literate and knowledgeable about 
music theory and styles, which is a very rare quality in drummers! Octave 
seemed so great that it was obvious that he’d be our first choice to become 
our drummer. The old adage, a band is only as good as its drummer, 1s still 
as true as it ever was! The rest of the band agreed, Octave was in! We were 
back on track! 


He Bangs the Drum 
We already had a gig booked at the Supersonic with our friends from 
Canada, the pop punk band, We Outspoken. ‘They’re signed to Cybertrack, 


El Hefe from NOFX’s label. We’ve played with We Outspoken quite a few 
times over the years. The best concert with them had been at the Miroiterie 
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and that gig really was an unbeatable memory. Still, they always look us 
up every time they do a European tour and we always try to find a concert 
for them in Paris. Something that’s more and more difficult to do as venues 
close or stop putting on rock concerts in order to get less hassle from the 
police. A couple of years previously we’d had to have a private concert with 
them at our rehearsal room because we hadn’t managed to find anything 
for them. I was determined to do better so I asked Toybloid, who were 
famous enough to have influence over promoters, if they’d headline the 
show. The Supersonic agreed! This led to the idea of changing drummers 
mid-concert in the middle of a song! I think they decided to change over 
in the middle of Sheena Is ‘Too Old. ‘They didn’t miss a beat and it was 
pretty cool showmanship. Well done, guys! ‘The changeover was complete! 


Dark Streets of London 


We got word that our British friends Vienna Ditto were throwing in the 
towel and splitting up. They had planned a farewell concert in London on 
Halloween and invited us to play with them. Cool! I made plans to play 
gigs in Liverpool and Brighton to make it a nice mini tour but they fell 
through so I had to find another gig or two in London at the last minute. 
We rented a big red van and took Octave’s brother, Archie, along to help 
out and hit the road. I really enjoyed going across the channel in a ferry. 
It was a relic from the 90s with formica, chips and beans and the smell 
of stale tobacco smoke. Nothing had been changed, redecorated or even 
cleaned since the Eurostar had opened. The only people on the ferry 
were lorry drivers and really really REALLY fucking old people who 
obviously didn’t know about the existence of the Eurostar. Some of them 
might have been on there because it’s cheaper than an old people’s home. 
Or maybe they were too slow to get off it before it left again so they never 
ever manage to disembark... Where was I? What the fuck’s happening? 
Oh yeah, I’m on tour! Sorry about that. Old people were distracting me 
there. 


When we arrived in Britain, we got pulled over by the customs agents. 
They directed us into an empty warehouse and closed the doors. I swear 
that I saw a couple of guys with machine guns standing in the corners. 
They asked us to open the back doors. They took one glance at the fifty or 
so bags, flight cases, instruments, cables, sleeping bags, Sprite bottles, shit 
like that and said: «You know what, close the doors, you guys can go.» ‘Too 
much fucking work! 
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Anyway, we made it to London to the Bird’s Nest in Deptford. It turned out 
that the flute player from Ozric Tentacles was the sound engineer. Ozric 
‘Tentacles were a pretty bonkers space rock/prog band that became pretty 
legendary in Britain. He understood our techno-punky sound straight 
away and got our sound to where it needed to be. 


The first band was an instrumental band covering film music from old 
horror movies REALLY FUCKING LOUDLY!!!! Interesting idea. 
Respect. The second band was a young British punk band. They were all 
about clean guitars and youthful, raw energy. They didn’t seem to have any 
good songs, though, and were more style than substance. 


I got my face painted Kiss style and then we hit the stage. It was pretty 
cool. The crowd was a mix between young and old and all styles, and 
things were going well. Arno had broken a few of his ribs a couple of 
weeks earlier. He was still in great pain. He was also quite drunk by 
that time so he obviously stood up on one of the stage monitors and 
threw himself into the audience. ‘The stage monitor slid on the ground 
so Arno didn’t jump that far. Newton’s laws of motion, motherfucker! 
The Ozric Tentacles guy was furious and said he’d stop the concert if 
we so much as breathed on the stage monitors again. I thought that was 
a little harsh but I assured him we'd be careful and apologised profusely. 
We’re pretty sure Arno had dislodged or rebroken the healing ribs with 
that fall. Ouch! 


The gig ended well and there was a big cheer and lots of enthusiasm from 
the Londoners present. ‘That’s actually a pretty big deal ‘cos Londoners 
can be pretty blasé about concerts. 


Vienna Ditto were up next and it was fantastic to see them play again. 
What amazed me was the ease and musicality of their improvisations 
and experimentations within their songs. It’s very difficult to do that 
kind of thing with drum machines, loopers and synths and things like 
that. Nigel had the cheeky grin of «what'll happen if I try this» all the 
way through the concert and 9 out of 10 times they pulled it off with a 
stunning assurance of one of the best British bands. A band that had 
played big festivals like Glastonbury etc. but hadn’t managed to pierce 
the public’s conscious thoughts and become a household name like they 
deserved to be. They ended the concert (and their band) with waves of 
noise and emotion. 
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Ian from Damaged Goods had shown up for the gig along with some 
veteran fanzine writers (I think we got good reviews!). Ian was as affable 
and as jovial as I remember him all those years ago and was full of great 
stories. My cousin Jane, was there too, which was cool because she was 
letting us stay at her house. One of Octave’s friends was putting the three 
remaining people up. 


We loaded up the van and embarked on an epic journey across London at 
2 in the morning with Jane and her fiance, Jamie, directing us. Juliette was 
driving. She was calm and determined. She took deep breaths and kept 
her cool. Driving across London in a big van is surprisingly difficult. Cars 
come at you from all directions and roads double back and turn into weird, 
experimental traffic-controlling systems. Jamie was a trooper and got us 
through it all with a calm and jovial attitude. He could be a tour manager 
if he ever loses his job as a lawyer! At one point we had to reverse out of 
a road that was just too small for the van. Pushing the line of cars back 
with us. When we finally made it across London 2 hours later, Juliette’s 
knuckles were white with the stress. It wasn’t over yet! We had to park! Oh 
my fucking god! Jamie was great and rose to the occasion! We found a good 
spot close to Jane’s place. ‘There was just a scooter that was taking up too 
much space for us to squeeze in. I suggested that me and Axel simply lift 
it up and move a metre. Alarms went off. Shit! Back in the van! Back in 
the fucking van! Let’s get the fuck out of here!? My cousin’s nerves were 
starting to fray and she left us and went into her house to put the kettle on! 
She wasn’t used to EBIC (extreme band-induced chaos) at 4 o’clock in the 
morning! We found a great spot eventually and then transported some of 
the most expensive items out of the van with the very last ounce of strength 
that we had. We had endless discussions about logistics and transport 
during our three days in London. So that was annoying. It’s actually a very 
complicated city to navigate. 


Arno forgot his glasses at the Bird’s Nest so he had to cross London one 
extra time but that’s another story! 


Pizza Party 
The next night we did was an acoustic set at an open mic night organised 
by a cool Brazilian guy. I chose it because the performers got free pizza! 


There’s six of us so, at London prices, this was the most lucrative gig we 
did on the tour. Pizza is fucking expensive in London and we had a hungry 
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group to feed. The bar staff was cool and gave all 6 of us unlimited pizza. 
That was worth exactly 3,459 pounds! Only joking! But we did eat a fuck 
load of pizza! Before the gig, Juliette and I had found a small Japanese cafe 
and had some sencha tea. It’s one of my favourite memories of the tour. A 
haven of peace in the storm. 


That morning I had woken up to find Axel awake and wide-eyed in the 
living room in Jane’s house. «What’s up dude?» I asked. 

«I’ve been keeping myself awake all night,» he replied. 

«Why would you do such a thing?» I pressed. 

He was reluctant to answer but eventually explained that he’d been woken 
up by my cousin Jane kicking him and saying something like: «For god’s 
sake, stop snoring! I’ve got to go to work in the morning!» 

Hmmm... it seems that she had snapped from EBIE (extreme band induced 
exhaustion) after only a few days! [ll put that problem on hold for now, I 
thought to myself: 


We walked up the canal with Jane and Jamie as a way to do a bit of tourism. 
It was really nice. We got peckish and popped into a really great pub that 
they knew. British pubs can be very warm and welcoming places even in 
big cities ike London. ‘There were all kinds of people and nationalities 
milling around. Nice place. I went to the bar to order some food and 
drinks and ran straight into.... my old friend Marion (a.k.a. Pam from 
Underground Railroad!) Remember them from an earlier chapter? I had 
produced their debut record and they had gone on to get signed to One 
Little Indian Records and tour with amazing artists like Dinosaur Junior 
and Nada Surf. They had moved to London ten years before and had split 
up three or four years before. What are the chances of running into one 
of the only people you know in a city of god-knows how many millions of 
people? We caught up a little and then I asked her if we could stay at her 
place. Problem solved. She offered to show me round New River Studios, 
a rehearsal studio that she ran. It also had a great venue in it where artists 
like Thurston Moore played, a recording studio, and a bar in which she 
employed Raph, the drummer from Underground Railroad... and her ex- 
boyfriend! That sounded so cool! We absolutely had to see this place! The 
next night, we went out with Raph and JB (the bassist of Underground 
Railroad) at about 2 in the morning and they took me to a bar that was still 
open. JB told us that he was single again after being in a serious relationship 
for 5 or 6 years. He’d started online Scrabble games and his girlfriend had 
found his messages with a female Scrabble player and dumped him. He 
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travelled to France to meet the girl he’d been messaging to see what was 
going on. It turns out that nothing was going on and it was just Scrabble 
to her. Poor JB! 


Raph spoke about his relationship with Marion. He spoke about their 
breakup and the band breaking up. He explained how he was happy to 
be back in Marion’s life even if it was nominally just as an employee. He 
enjoyed being around someone so cool and he was filled with admiration 
for the amazing and magnetic woman that she had become. He explained 
how she had grown and continued growing and growing as a person and 
she was constantly impressing him and surprising him even after all those 
years together. 


I hope my friends in Underground Railroad don’t mind me talking about 
their personal shit in this book. All three of them are absolutely lovely 
people that ’d do anything for! My point of writing that last paragraph is 
to say that music really does change people’s lives for the better. In the case 
of Marion, she had gone from a slightly shy 18-year-old singer/guitarist/ 
front woman into an amazing and confident artist that played drums in 
an all-female rock band, bass for a math-rock band, synths and everything 
under the sun in her own projects... and as well as all that, she ran one of 
the coolest businesses in London. She shone with charisma and 1s one of the 
most rounded and successful people that I know. I hope that I had something 
to do with Marion’s amazing personal journey. I hope that when I produced 
her first album, I listened respectfully to her ideas and contributed in some 
small way to her current confidence as a successful artist. 


The last gig in London was at Mau Mau bar and was organised pretty 
haphazardly by an ex-con from Liverpool. Normally that would be a 
good sign but in this case, it wasn’t. Before the gig, we had an interview 
in a Japanese restaurant with veteran podcaster, Pete Cogle. His podcast 
reminds me of the John Peel show and has won awards for being the best 
music podcast in Europe. He’s had about a million people listen to his 
podcasts. He came up to London to see us and it was great to finally meet 
him and chat about our music. We answered his questions and chatted for 
about an hour. The time flew by! It’s a bit of honour to have such a great 
guy like Pete support us over so many years! 


The gig itself was tricky because the sound engineer clearly didn’t give 
a shit and was also the bar man so any changes in the sound took a long 
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time to do and we gave up asking. Marion finally got to see us live, so that’s 
good and I think she understood that the conditions weren't great. The 
organiser stiffed us on the money, of course. Par for the course in London, 
I’m afraid. 


I recently spoke to my cousin Jane, she said that she had had a great 
weekend with us and we could come back and stay anytime! Yeah! We 
definitely will! 


Party ‘tl_you puke 


We played quite a few other shows in that period. I suppose the most 
notable is our concert at the GNT (Confédération Nationale du Travail), 
an anarchist union that had its roots in the Spanish civil war. They have 
their amazing and legendary headquarters at 33 rue du Vignoles in Paris. 
It was a benefit for people in Bures, which is a town where the French 
government had decided to hide all its nuclear waste in a big mineshaft, 
militarise the police there and treat all the environmentalists in the local 
area as terrorists and make their lives a living hell. Charming. ‘The concert 
was great and was notable because the electricity cut out in the middle of 
the gig leaving us with our thumbs up our arses while they fixed it. This 
happens to us quite a lot (see chapter 15). That’s quite fucking unlucky. 
Anyway, they got the electricity working again but Arno had disappeared. 
Damn! I learnt later that he was just vomiting in the toilet so he was back 
on stage in no time! Easy! 


DIY Concerts for Dummies 


So what do you need to put on a successful concert in Paris? You need 
some great bands. That’s pretty easy because Paris is a big city and it’s full 
of musicians. ‘There’s little or no musical education in France, though, so 
unfortunately there’s also tons of bands playing absolute garbage without 
any idea that what they’re doing is awful and there’s also lots of bands that 
do really great copies of American or British bands without realising how 
annoying that can be. When I book bands, I ask around and check their 
reputation and it’s normally pretty easy to find some rocking bands. You 
need people to come! A few flyers and messages on the internet are normally 
enough if the bands already have a few fans. You need a drum kit, some 
amps and instruments. I try to negotiate so that each band contributes a 
little to a shared backline of equipment. This reduces transport costs for 
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everyone and encourages all the bands and their fans to stay for the whole 
gig because they don’t want to leave their equipment. This also makes bands 
feel like part of a community instead of competitors. Keeping everyone 
around for the whole gig makes it a fun event for everyone and not just a 
pitstop in their evening. You also need a sound system with microphone, 
monitors, mixing desks and all that stuff! It normally costs more to hire 
that stuff than you can reasonably make in a concert. Buying that stuff 
is expensive too and even if you did, it’s a pain in the ass to play and do 
the sound for the gig at the same damn time. This is where the Parisian 
punk scene has really excelled. A few brave souls have filled this niche and 
basically made the Parisian scene a force to be reckoned with. For between 
60 and 150 bucks, you can hire Papi, Pat Dub, Insane Asso or Bobby. These 
veteran sound engineers would never take more money than a show could 
earn. They have been Ronins of the scene. They have enabled local and 
touring bands to have a good sound and get paid. ‘They have maintained a 
level of honour and solidarity in the punk scene that made the bands want 
to live up to their example and because they were working 4 nights a week, 
they could set up equipment and get a pretty good sound fucking quickly. 
So all of that is my way of paying tribute to the sound engineers of the 
Parisian punk scene. ‘Thanks dudes! Cheers! 


Complicated algorithmic ideas in the world of pop punk 


The record we made in that period was called Made Of Fakes and is the 
first (and only) pop punk record to be composed, arranged, mixed and 
mastered with the help of artificial intelligence. ‘There’s literally never been 
arecord like it! [mean a group called Dada bots has made a few black metal 
records by getting the computer to spit out 24 hours of material and then 
they comb through it for almost listenable sections and stick them together. 
A few different teams have made pretty good sounding instrumental techno 
music too. We wanted more than that though. We wanted real songs sung 
by humans to come out of the computer. We needed every song that the 
computer generated to be listenable, we wanted the lyrics to be coherent 
and we wanted them to really sound like a real pop punk song made by a 


half decent band. 


An AI startup company called Muzeek that I did some work for paid us a 
thousand bucks or so to help out with the project. It was their technology 
that would spit out the final song generations. The idea was that anyone 
could generate songs to their specific requirements, but at the time of 


120 


writing the website is down so I can’t show you the results. Error 404 
motherfuckers! 


We had to meticulously plan out a structure so that the computer could 
change a bit without the song becoming impossible to follow. Then we had 
to pick a tempo, keeping in mind that the final songs would be stretched or 
squashed into lots of different tempos. We chose 185bpm and a structure 
with a big intro and reasonably long middle section. 


The work consisted of recording Octave playing hundreds of drum loops 
that would work with 90 different guitar riffs that would also work with 
90 or so bass riffs which would also work with 50 or so different solos and 
ornamental guitars which would also work with the 60 or so verses and 
choruses that we had written and sung about vague problems with post 
modern life and living, so that any combination of these element would 
sound coherent. All of that classified by song section and function in the 
song. Luckily our new drummer, Octave, is a musical genius! Phew! Pretty 
rad right? You don’t know the half of it, dear reader! It took me days to cut 
and edit the loops so that they all worked. Humans inject groove and life 
into a performance. Editing them to work with perfect loop points wasn’t 
easy. I also had to set up some kind of dynamic mix template so that every 
generation that the computer spat out would also be reasonably mixed and 
mastered. We calculated that there could be millions of possible songs. 
Almost every song the computer generated had a fantastic instrumental 
break section however the vocals didn’t always sound that good... 


In the end, I generated about 60 songs and we chose the ten best ones and 
that eventually got whittled down to seven in the end ‘cos three of them 
were pissing us off already. The idea was to get some hype for ourselves and 
we did get a few reviews, articles and radio plays but people weren’t blown 
away or anything and the startup went bust soon after anyway so as usual 
with almost every release we’ve done, it never got promoted. I often see 
new startups in LA or San Francisco producing music exactly like we did 
for this record. But I want the universe to know: «We did it first, fuckers!» 


The front cover was a cool photo by our guitarist, Arno. 
We definitely think that this is our worst album. There are fantastic lyrical 
and melodic moments from time to time but the songs are all a bit laborious 


to listen to in general. You can check them out on our bandcamp. 
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CHAPTER 14 
Live at LAJB 


Rovicthive cts) 4-eu 2s 





https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album/live-at-lajb 


Jumping kids on a sweaty dance floor. 
The dance floor is another world, 

A socially acceptable utopia, 

A vision of a different world 

With its own rules and customs 


The record that we put out after Made of Fakes was actually recorded a 
couple of years before from when Greg was still in the band. It was a live 
performance recorded on 25th november, 2017 at PAJB Centre culturel 
Marcel Pagnol in a small French town called Bures-Sur- Yvette. Bures-sur- 
Yvette is a tiny French town but a surprisingly large amount of cool bands 
that have rocked the French underground come from there. ‘That’s why 
the French punk band, The Dead Boobs, named the town, «the Capital of 
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Punk!» During the concert, I shouted «Capitale du punk?» and the crowd 
shouted back «Bure-Sur-Yvette!» Yeah, sure, it’s a cheap and easy way to 
get the crowd on your side but a support band has to do whatever it can 
to rock the kids and make a mark. I think they could tell that I was sincere 
about it! 


Louder is Better 


We played with Pogo Car Crash Control (who are a big band here in 
France and play festivals like Hellfest and stuff like that), Toybloid (who are 
another big band here in France that play big concerts with big bands and 
stuff) and a local support band called Ghinza. So it was a pretty exciting 
event for everyone! There was a backstage area with massive amounts of 
food and drink and there was a good vibe and we mingled freely between 
all the crew and the bands and I chatted with the lead singer of Pogo Car 
Crash Control about songwriting and stuff. 


We hadn’t played a big stage with a top sound system for a few years so 
it was nice to do one again. The sound engineer, ‘Tuff, was an old friend 
of Arno’s and I think he did a pretty good job with the sound. It was 
a fun concert to play. The audience was great and people were really 
enthusiastic. Some guy would just scream like crazy in between songs. I 
think members of the audience climbed on stage at some points in the set. 
I roamed the audience right up to the back of the venue and even out of it 
during Kokoro No ‘Tabi putting my wireless guitar system to the test. Rock! 
All in all it was a great experience. 


It was cool to see Toybloid because their show and their songs are constantly 
getting better and they’re a class act on any stage. Lou is a great front 
woman who has an uncanny ability to be able to crowd surf spectacularly 
at any concert. 


Pogo Car Crash Control played a kind of screamo hardcore with a slightly 
gothic and post punk vibe. They sing in French which is a huge deal. Most 
good quality hardcore bands in France sing in English but gatekeepers 
and state subsidies only normally support bands that sing in French. That 
doesn’t take away from Pogo Car Crash Control, though, who are great 
musicians and their bassist, Lola is a fantastic bassist, prowling the stage 
like a wolf looking for its prey. She’s also a genuinely nice person! ‘They 
played a brutal set which included several circle pits and even a «wall of 
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death» moment. (That’s where the crowd is divided into two sides and then 
the two sides just run at each other when the band hits the breakdown. 
Carnage!) 


I was a bit disappointed, though, because they used a trick that’s common 
in show biz. Their set was literally twice as loud as ours! When you’re in the 
audience, you unconsciously interpret louder with better. That’s just how 
music physically affects the human body. I like loud music but when Pm 
organising a concert, I’d want the support acts to have the same advantages 
as the headliner. That just seems like a basic law of punk rock. This kind 
of thing is not the band’s fault but it’s a pet peeve of mine and now I’ve 
shared it with you. 


I'd seen them play a squat party with Toybloid a year before. I liked them 
because their guitar effects pedals were attached to skateboards and that 
was pretty cool. The squat party was pretty wild but not at all like the 
squat parties from the Paris punk scene. This was the last gig before the 
squat was closing so all the kids were just smashing everything up and 
destroying everything they could get their hands on. These were not the 
smart anarchist, left-wing or revolutionary punks that I was used to, we 
were in a full-on suburban kid meltdown. An apolitical and directionless 
release of destruction. Well it looked like they were enjoying themselves so 
there’s that! 


I saw them recently and now they play a kind of metal that sounds a bit 
gothic like Marilyn Manson but still with a few hardcore influences. Slightly 
less fun but still cool and quite interesting. 


After the gig, everybody got pissed off with us as we waited for the recorded 
concert to be downloaded onto a USB stick as we were sharing the van 
with Toybloid. We had thanked the front-of-house engineer (the guy who 
mixes the sound we hear on stage as opposed to what the audience hear) 
during the gig, even making him come on stage for a bow. Again, support 
bands have to use exceptional methods to stand out! I’m glad that I did that 
because he gave us a USB key because the one I had with me was too small 
for all the files and he really went the extra mile to be cool with us. 


I recently found the USB key with the concert on and told myself: «Hey, 
dude! You’ve totally gotta mix that shit and put it out!» So I did. 
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The songs are presented in the order we played them, warts and all! I 
mixed it to sound rocking as fuck but I kept the performances and the 
mistakes intact. 


The photo was contributed by Owen. ‘Thanks dude! 

Even after playing over 250 concerts, we’re still not very used to playing on 
big stages with stage monitors and bright lights so it was a bit of a special 
experience for us. 

Come see us play in a small bar. That’s the best venue for rock! Big halls 


are too damn weird! But that album is a cool part of our history and was 
fun to do! Enjoy! 
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CHAPTER 15 
...checking system ...disruption detected 


>_...CHECKING SYSTEM...DISRUPTION DETECTED... 





https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album 
checking-system-disruption-detected-album 








A lone cyborg stares out across a desolate landscape. Humans once lwed here, 
it thought. What did they do to get things so very wrong. How could the species 
that created me have been so spectacularly stupid? The cyborg meditates on this 
Jor awhile... something itches at the back of its mind, burning through the layers 
of its consciousness. Everything humanity did in those final_years was tainted 
by thewr collective madness. I’m a part of this madness, ut realizes. It checks its 
system and screams into the never-ending dust storm. 


Our Canadian friends, We Outspoken, were on another European tour 
because they’d been put on the bill at Belgium’s biggest punk festival, 
Brakrock. ‘They got us a gig in Brussels and we’d failed to find them a gig in 
Paris this time. As I’ve said before, the rabid closing of all small venues that 
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support music in Paris has made things difficult for musicians to organise 
gigs. It’s almost as if they want to change Paris into some kind of cultural 
wasteland. Surely they wouldn’t want that? 


Let’s hit the road again! 


The «plan B» we had formulated was pretty cool though. We’d play in 
a retro video game arcade in Lille called the Bobble Cafe with a special 
comeback concert by our old friends, The Real Nelly Olson! They hadn't 
played together for years! Then we’d go to Brussels and then we’d play a 
gig in Calais. Calais is known for being a bit of a shitty town so we didn’t 
have high hopes for the event but a cool music fan we knew called Xav 
lived there and he said it’d be cool. ‘That’s all the assurance I needed so I 
booked the gig in the Calais Blues Cafe. Yeah! 


EMighway to Lille 


The day of the gig in Lille snuck up on us and we met at the studio to load 
up the car we’d rented. We loaded up our equipment onto carts and rolled 
it through the corridors to the road as we always do. Juliette was there with 
a small Renault car! Oh shit! It’s tiny! How would we fit in? How would we 
fit the equipment we needed in the car? Juliette explained that it was the 
only rental car available so we spent a while playing tetris with bags and 
guitars. We were able to fit everything in if we put bags on our knees and 
in just about every nook and cranny in the car. We should get an award for 
the amount of stuff we crammed into that car! There’s a lesson to be learnt 
in this paragraph somewhere! 


The Bobble cafe is a really cool place. I wish we had a place like that in 
Paris. An arcade full of cool, retro games and at the back... a music venue! 
Super cool! Good beer too! And the owner made great vegetarian chilli for 
the bands. Nice! 

It was emotional to be playing with The Real Nelly Olson again. We hadn’t 
seen the bassist for 5 years! They played all their old hits and really got into 
it. I guess hard rock is like riding a bike, you never forget how to rock! It 
was fantastic to see We Outspoken again. ‘They’re always such lovely guys. 
They'd been steadily getting bigger and better and were now signed to El 
Hefe from NOF%X’s label and were going to be playing with huge punk 
rock stars like the Descendants and the Toy Dolls. What craziness did we 
get up to? I can’t remember but I know that Arno got really drunk and 
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vomited on the street and we ate a huge Welsh. (A kind of cheese on toast 
with way way way more cheese than toast!) 


No Sleep till Brussels 


Next stop Brussels. ‘Time for some tourism. We stopped at the Jean-Claude 
Van Damme statue to take some photos. Do we think that JCOVD is the 
coolest man who ever lived? No. Do we think he’s a pretty funny cultural 
phenomenon? Yes. Did we all watch his films in the 80s? Yes. Are we 
conflicted by our inexplicable admiration for this lunatic? Maybe we are. 
Why am I trying to justify visiting his statue? Who knows. 


Some bullshit politics had fucked up the Brussels gig. The big festival, 
Brakrock, had pressured the venue to cancel the concert and pay us anyway. 
That is a pretty crazy event in and of itself. Very strange. The huge festival 
felt commercially threatened by a small DIY punk show! Our hosts, the 
Belgian band, Altitude, weren’t going to accept that and had found a youth 
club which was willing to host a last minute punk rock show. «Youth club» 
may sound slightly derogatory but it had a huge sound system and a pretty 
big stage. Par for the course in Brussels, they assured me! 


It was time for the hosts to feed the bands and the crew. In typical Belgian 
style, they poured about a fuck-ton of chips/French fries onto a wall, put a 
selection of sauces to one side and said: «Have at it!» 


The gig went well and the incredible volume of the concert was a shock to 
our sensitive little French ears. It was a massive roar with subwoofers the 
size of wardrobes all blazing with the full-on sonic assault of modern pop- 
punk! Rock is a serious business in Brussels everyone! 


After the gig, we took photos of everyone and we all hugged and had really 
long and teary farewells with We Outspoken. As always, we promised to 
come and tour Canada with them one day. We really must do that one day. 
Can we do that please? Gan we? I think we’d go down well over there! 


We drove to Ghent to the drummer of Altitude’s apartment, where we 
were staying, I seem to remember that Arno vomited before we got in the 
car this time. He was a lovely guy and we drank a kind of alcohol that you 
had to set fire to with three coffee grains in it. I think it’s called Sambuca 
and the three coffee grains represent health, happiness and prosperity. 
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Ghent is a beautiful town and we walked around it the next day to do a bit 
of tourism. It reminded me of a cross between Venice and Amsterdam. 
Seriously pretty town. We were starting to get tired though... 


Next stop Calais! We didn’t have high hopes for that concert. Calais has a 
bad reputation. We arrived at our friend Xav’s place. He was an optician 
and his house was over his shop. An entire wall of the living room was a 
huge vinyl record collection. He showed us that he had all our records. An 
honour indeed! 


We went to the Blues Cafe to set up our equipment. The bar was owned 
by a diminutive black woman called Bijou. She was full of energy and very 
welcoming. She offered us food made by her Venezuelan chef: Byou gave 
jobs to clandestine refugees and helped them or hid them where necessary. 
The police in Calais had been locked into a rabid crusade against refugees 
for years. They would arrest everyone at refugee camps and then burn 
them down. Madness! Why the police would be so deeply offended by 
refugees exercising their legal right to exist and claim asylum that they 
would wage an unofficial and extremely dirty war against the poorest and 
most vunerable people in the world 1s really fucking beyond me. I feel sick 
to my stomach writing this. Refugee camps popped up at Calais because 
it was the obvious crossing point to get to the United Kingdom. If they 
entered Britain by legal means on the ferry or the Eurostar, their application 
for refugee status would be refused. It’s an exceptionally evil law that is 
responsible for thousands of unnecessary deaths. Calais’s right-wing mayor 
turned a blind eye to the unbelievable amount of police brutality and huge 
numbers of unaccompanied minors that disappeared completely each 
year (I’m not going to speculate where all these kids disappeared to). People 
in associations like No Borders, La Cimade and Reseau d’education sans 
frontieres that helped the refugees weren’t immune from police harassment. 
Many of these people were watched or actively attacked by the police. Of 
course, some of these people were regulars at the Blues Cafe. 


We set up our equipment and plugged in the bass amplifier that Byou had 
kindly lent us. Axel placed his Pastis on a shelf above the amp. You can 
guess what happened next! Yes, the vibrations from the bass made the glass 
move its way across the shelf and fall on the amp. Pf!!! The amp didn’t 
work any more. We apologised profusely to Byou then I plugged Axel into 
the PA instead and we did our soundcheck again to integrate the different 
levels. 
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When we started the concert there were quite a few people and about 
halfway through we realized that there were more people watching us from 
outside the bar than inside. We slid the glass doors open and repositioned 
the mic stand so I could shout across the people massed on the pavement 
right up to the road. It was a great show. Really fun and it was a pleasure 
to play for such a nice crowd. 


After the gig people were really lovely. Some local musicians wanted to 
jam out on our instruments. I said sure and handed my guitar over to 
the dude. Octave took some time to explain some stuff about the drum 
kit to the drummer, he nodded his head and smiled patiently at Octave. 
Once on the kit he blasted through some blistering beats, holy shit! He was 
the drummer of legendary French metal band, Lofofora! ‘That guy could 
fucking smoke those drums! They found a bassist and a singer and jammed 
out some songs. Cool! 


The night finished with us DJing a little and Bijou was a fantastic host right 
up to two or three o’clock in the morning, We transported the equipment 
back to Xav’s house. I think Arno had vomited in the bushes on the side 
of the street. I could be wrong there. When we got to Xav’s house, he 
got out his bottle of 30-year-old cognac. Whoa there Xav! Are you sure? 
We’re on the limit of being completely fucked up. Are you sure you want 
to push us over the edge? He insisted. It tasted really nice and I do believe 
we finished the bottle of cognac and I think it pushed us over the edge. I 
could be wrong. 


You may already be aware, or not, that in 2020, we’re still in the middle 
of the biggest and longest period of social strife (and open street combat 
sometimes) in French history. It started around 2016 when the French 
establishment (the police, media and government) launched an absolute 
and total, zero-tolerance policy to all demonstrations, strikes and all left- 
wing opposition (and thought in general basically). ‘This really became fully 
visible when Macron took control of France in 2017. The problem for the 
elite is that resisting, striking and demonstrating all have quite strong roots 
in French culture and fundamentally changing the culture of an entire 
country is a messy business to say the least. Some of the demonstrators 
started using the term «yellow jackets» (Gilets Jaune) to characterize the, 
generally, working-class and lower-middle-class people involved. The police 
systematically attacked these actions with extreme violence and increasing 
hatred and vehemence as they became more and more like a political militia 
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and less and less like a police force. ‘The media systematically demonise this 
resistance and all left-wing thought while they’re at it. Ecologists, anarchists, 
left-wing people, unionists and racial minorities already understood the 
brutal effects of state violence but when the Gilets Jaunes joined the fray, 
normal French people (not just anarcho-punks like us) started seeing the 
truth too and all hell was unleashed across many French towns and cities. 
The police developed a series of extrajudicial punishments for people 
who took part in demonstrations like, for example, blinding protesters 
permanently with military grade concussion grenades called LBDs. I shit 
you not. That’s a thing now. Police actually fire concussion grenades in 
people’s eyes on purpose. Totally insane times we’re living in. 


An old woman was killed by a teargas grenade, a few others died in related 
incidents, the police pushed a bunch of people in a river during a music 
festival in Nantes because the DJ played Porcherie by Berurier Noir (a 
famous anti-fascist song by an 80s anarcho punk band). One of the boys, 
Steve Canico, drowned. All this stuff entered into the French culture and 
collective consciousness and changed the country in the way these kinds of 
deaths normally tend to change countries. Not in a particularly good way 
but at least a lot of people start to see the state violence that was previously 
invisible to them. 


So since 2016, French people have been bombarded with a never ending 
series of reforms (regressions) to the social system, education system, health 
system, safety regulations, labour law, privacy law, freedom of expression 
etc. and at least a dozen big privatisations. So basically, normal people in 
Paris have had to survive constant strikes of just about every important 
service. hen we have to watch these services become inefficient while the 
government defunds them to punish them and their users and to make 
privatisation seem like a good idea. Most French people see through the 
bullshit and support the strikes and the demonstrations. That’s great to 
see. Macron has convinced quite a few people that anyone who wears a 
yellow jacket is a barbaric, subhuman scumbag but in general, the country 
just won't give up. It doesn’t matter how many time the T'V tells you that 
strikers are greedy animals, the average French person says, «Fuck you, 
TV personality news anchor type person, they’re human beings too and I 
support them!» 


During one of the worst of these strikes, Louis Lingg and the Bombs was 
invited to take part in a benefit concert to raise money for the strikers of 
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the 93. ‘The concert was in a squat called the Landy Sauvage in Saint Denis 
just north of Paris. It’s the poorest and most densely populated town in 
France so we can safely assume that strikers in this town really needed help. 
We agreed but we didn’t know what to expect. 


Our experience with concerts in squats had been tainted by a recent 
squat gig to raise money for Greek anarchists that had been cancelled at 
the last minute by the police. We’d expected to play with Subfobias from 
Spain/California and veteran klezmer metal band, Klunk. The squatters 
understandably didn’t want the police coming in their squat and messing 
with their shit and assured them that the gig was cancelled. We played 
anyway without microphones or a PA system because people turned up for 
the concert and expected a show but the concert organisers had got scared 
by the police and had taken the PA away by that time. So strangely enough 
the police (and the scared squatters) were fine with loud instrumental music 
as long as there wasn’t any singing! Needless to say, it sucked for us. I think 
that Subfobias had a good time and a good concert, though. 


So we turned up to the Landy Sauvage with pretty low expectations. ‘They 
had a play area for lids that was full. I went into the free shop to ask 
directions to the venue. A «free shop» is where everything is free to take 
if you want and you can replace the thing you take with something you 
don’t need anymore if you want to. The free shop in this place was as big 
as a supermarket and there were lots of people everywhere talking and 
exchanging ideas in excited tones. 


A girl with dreadlocks behind a vegan food bar where you pay whatever 
you want for whatever vegan food you want informed me that the venue 
was at the back of the complex. Yes, this place was a huge complex of 
buildings! 


We worked our way to the venue with all our equipment, turned a corner 
and our jaws dropped. It was huge! It was as big as an aircraft hanger or 
something. The stage was pretty big with huge painted murals on either 
side. ‘Tattooed guys clambered all over an immense lighting rig to try to 
position spotlights and all that kind of stuff. Yes, this was looking like it 
could be the biggest show of our lives to say the least! 


When we got on stage to play things were going pretty well and the crowd 
were warming up to us when after only a few songs, the power on stage 
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went down. Disaster! The lights still worked so I looked out over a sea 
of disappointed and confused faces. What are you meant to do in these 
situations while the engineers scrambled about trying to find the source of 
the problem? How do you deal with these things? 


When the mics came back on, I made a passionate speech about our 
support for the strike. The crowd roared in approval but... the circuit for 
the instruments was still dead. Cue uncomfortable silence. Damn it! My 
speech from a few seconds before had been forgotten and replaced with an 
awkward feeling as a thousand eyes looked at me fidgeting on stage. It felt 
like forever! 


Thankfully the stage came alive again with electricity and we were able 
to finish the concert. It was a blast to play there and we had a really good 
time. 


The next morning when I dropped my son off at school a few of the Arab 
mums came up to me to congratulate me for the gig. Stardom! Seriously, I 
was very flattered and was happy to feel like a star for a few minutes. And 
it just goes to show how the strike and the rising discontent was spreading 
to every part of the population. 


The record that we were working on at this time was a 4-track EP called 
?...Checking System...Disruption Detected... with the dots! Don’t forget 
the dots! 


We recorded it in our rehearsal studio and I tried to reproduce the great 
sound I got on the Hopeless Love in the Age of the Glitch EP. That’s not an 
easy task by the way. It’s hard work making songs sound amazing in places 
that are decidedly NOT professional recording studios. I have experience 
at doing it though! 


We recorded a song that we had written after the festival in Epinal in the 
north east of France with the band ‘Tournee Generale. When I was at the 
bar, a huge guy in a black leather jacket, silver skull rings on his fingers and 
skull earrings came up to me, grabbed the back of my neck, looked in my 
eyes, and said: «I am the spirit of man». 


Well, fuck! I just HAD to write a song about that! After the gig, I rang 
Jean Phi from Tournee Generale and asked about the guy. His name was 
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George and he was from some Slavic country and was involved in all kinds 
of crazy shit. I included everything Jean Phi told me in the lyrics. 


We threw everything into the song, from trumpet to bells to delayed bass 
synths. We recorded a huge crowd of about 20 people singing backing 
vocals so we didn’t skimp on the production! When we finished the song, 
I wanted to send it to George. Unfortunately, I learnt that he was missing 
or presumed dead as a result of some kind of scandal about moonshine/ 
illegal alcohol so he’s never heard and will probably never hear the song. 
Seriously, you couldn’t make that shit up! 


My favourite author, Ursula Le Guin, died in 2018. She wrote The 
Dispossessed in 1974. ‘That book was fascinating to me and was one of the 
biggest influences on getting me into reading up on anarchist theory. Our 
song, The Dispossessed 1s a tribute to her and tried to capture the feeling of 
a few different scenes from the book. ‘Tell me what you think! 


At the time of writing, this record hasn’t been released yet. It was going 
to be a 4-song EP. Everything was delayed because of the pandemic. We 
should be releasing it on a legendary American label called Blocsonic. Why 
do that, you ask? ‘Cos it’s fucking cool to release records on legendary 
labels, that’s fucking why! It’s legendary because they did so much for the 
Creative Commons scene when they were purely a net label. ‘They were 
a driving force in the Creative Commons scene. We’ve been featured on 
their netBloc compilations several times. ‘They’re a legendary member of 
the net label scene yall! They also released or re-released some particularly 
badass old school hip hop records and a great record from Chuck Mosely 
from Faith No More. Awesome! 


Let’s hope it works out. 
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CHAPTER 16 
Nowhereland 





https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album/nowhereland-ep 


I’m stuck in Nowhereland 

Nowhere thoughts and nowhere doubts 
I’m stuck in Nowhereland with you 
I’m stuck in Nowhereland 

Fucked up place where no one shouts 


No! No! No! 
...And then the pandemic hit. 
In December of 2019 we started seeing that there was a huge pandemic in 
the news. The media went onto bullshit overdrive, similar to what happens 


in France during elections or strikes. Every bit of the mainstream media 
apparatus was blaring at us 24 hours a day that it would never get to France 
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and there was nothing to worry about. There would be no planning or 
preparations for a pandemic. ‘There would be no checks of people coming 
from Wuhan, no doctors, no tests, no tracking of ill people, no airport or 
plane cleaning. Nothing. No air travel would be inconvenienced in any way 
at all. Curious. As anarchists, we’re always suspicious of what we hear on 
the news but considering this news told us that we could continue our lives 
as normal we were slightly more susceptible to swallow it down and carry 
on like everything was OK. The government announced that the virus 
would never get to France (they had already burnt France’s emergency 
stock of masks and protective equipment as they were almost out of date) 
and the president encouraged people to go to the theater! 


If youw’re French and reading this, this chapter will probably just be painful 
and intensely annoying. Sorry about that. 


The hospitals in Northern Italy were doing really badly fighting against 
Covid 19. They were on the brink of collapse. That was a shock. The 
hospitals in Northern Italy were well-stocked, well staffed and modern. 
What could the Italians be doing wrong? 


The association, Social Crash, booked us for a concert at the Rigoletto. 
Naturally, we accepted. As alway, Wiki and the rest of Social Crash had 
prepared very nice vegetarian food and as always with those people, it was 
a well-organised concert with the normal crowd of excellent punks of all 
ages. 


We joked that having this gig in a small pizzeria in the middle of a 
pandemic was maybe not the best idea. Some people hi-fived instead of 
the traditional French greeting of kissing on the cheek and some carried 
on as normal. There was no judgment because, as I said, the propaganda 
from the government was still to carry on as normal (even though there 
were already known clusters of the virus in the country). ‘The government 
and health professionals were ignoring them so why couldn’t we? 


Wiki talked about how it was depressing that so many venues in Paris had 
been forced to close in the last decade and that we were forced to return to 
playing in the Rigoletto, which was typically a venue for bands that were 
just starting out. The rock scene had been completely hollowed out in the 
sense that if you had three thousand euros, you could still hire out a club 
or a venue but most bands in Paris just had to accept that they’d have to 
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play in inadequate small bars or not be able to play live at all. Anyway, it 
was a good gig! 


Ian from Damaged Goods was coming to Paris and contacted me to hang 
out at a gig in the Supersonic near Bastille. President Macron went on TV 
that night. He declared that the country would be going into lockdown 
and basically put the country under martial law. The plan was to try to 
reduce the influx of people into the hospitals. There was a very real risk 
that hospitals could get completely swamped. 


I had to cancel the night out with Ian. He said to me afterwards that the 
night went on as normal so I might as well have gone! Six months later we 
can see that the lockdown didn’t really work that well anyway so it’s natural 
for us to regret all the little sacrifices we made. 


The schools closed down and we weren't allowed outside except for an hour 
a day with a form that you had to print out and sign every day. Apparently 
France is the only country in the world that decided to use this piece of 
wartime population control in the fight against Covid. ‘They also limited 
everyone from going more than one kilometre from their house which I 
think is from the Second World War too. Police patrolled everywhere and 
gave out fines of a hundred and thirty bucks to everyone they could. My 
wife and I were now trapped in our appartement with our kids for the next 
three months. 


Theatmosphere in Paris was absolutely awful. Ilivein the 1 9th arrondissement. 
It was the worst three months of my life. Nobody understood what was going 
on because every newspaper and TV show was saying contradictory and 
sometimes completely stupid things all day long. Everyday. Everyone was 
confused. It must have been extreme incompetence or just intentional. The 
most likely is that they just think that the population is too stupid, brutish 
and childlike to understand that the situation was fluid. We often see that 
on US TV when CNN or Fox News speak to their viewers as if they’re 
young children. It was abusive to unleash the full force of that onto the 
French population. Does that sound crazy? Every single journalist on ‘TV 
would say the opposite of what they said a day before and pretend like the 
day before never existed. If you had a memory of more than 24 hours you 
were considered a fucking anti-patriotic weirdo that wasn’t keeping up fast 
enough. Seriously, every journalist was running round trying to find vaguely 
scientific people to support the government’s constant U-turns. 
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We saw that the government of our neighbours in Britain were performing 
U-turns even quicker than Macron and his mysterious generals that 
apparently rule the country now. Yes, you heard that right, it’s very strange 
to say out loud and it sounds crazy. We were informed that a shady group of 
generals called the «defense council» was helping Macron make decisions. 
So scary. Democracy was, effectively, suspended. They govern to the time 
of writing (2021) and I still have no idea who they are or why the news 
announces this stuff like it’s normal. I don’t want to go on Wikipedia to find 
out who the fuck they are to tell you because I’m afraid Ill find out it’s even 
worse. It just sounds like a strange episode of a dystopian sci-fi T'V show so 
it’s probably best that I ignore it and get on with my life. 


It was scary and it was frankly abusive to melt people’s brains in that way. 
I hated every minute of the lockdown. ‘To add to my stress, I admit that 
I felt a bit guilty for mourning the death of the world we had before (yes, 
that world that was so annoying to me with its environmental destruction, 
racism and police violence). After all, the new world was much worse and 
made what we had before look like a socialist fucking utopia! You could 
talk to people and socialise with a bit of dignity! You could walk to the 
shops without having to provide a signed bit of paper to a cop. You could 
look at a painting and discuss it with people. See? It was a fucking utopia. 


When you left the house, the people around you looked at you like a 
potential enemy. It wasn’t a «wartime spirit» as President Macron said, 
it was more like a «CIVIL wartime spirit». In supermarkets people didn’t 
look at each other except to work out how you could beat that person to 
the last toilet paper or pasta box. I felt like a rat in a cage being observed 
by alien scientists to see when I'd crack. 


People with menial jobs had to go to work as normal (with the printed form 
and a letter from their employer on them for added humiliation and stress) 
everyday on crowded buses and metros because they reduced the transport 
service so it was actually MORE crowded... of course. 


We were booked to play three great rock festivals with some awesome 
bands and, of course, they were all cancelled one by one. A little less hope 
for the future died with each one. I’m exaggerating there of course, but the 
pandemic has taught me the incredible value that playing concerts has on 
us and our mental health. Who was it that said «life without culture seems 
like a prison?» 
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The government spokesperson went on 'T'V to explain to everyone not to 
wear masks. She said they were useless and that she didn’t know how to 
wear a mask anyway. Seriously! She suggested that if she, as one of the 
most intelligent women in France, didn’t understand how to put a mask 
on, there was little chance of normal people being able to wear them. 
Seriously? You couldn’t make this up! ‘They paraded a few scientists on T'V 
to back up the spokeswoman’s claims and tell us that masks were useless. 


People who could, left Paris to live in their country homes, mansions and 
castles. ‘The people who stayed, opened their windows every night at eight 
o’clock to cheer for the doctors and nurses. You could hear the claps and 
the pots and pans clanging across the city. It was quite joyous the first few 
times and after three months, it was just a bitter cry of anguish and futility. 


Confidence became the most important word on everyone’s mind. We 
needed to have confidence in the government. ‘The economy needed some 
confidence to stop a nosedive if speculators thought it was the end of the 
world. We needed some kind of confidence to know that there was going to 
be some kind of healthcare system during and after the pandemic for our 
families. Well, things didn’t work out that way at all. 


The message from the government was crystal clear. It shone through 
their bullshit. It shone through their lockdown and their curfews: «Fuck 
you.» Youw’re on your own, you poor fucks! Fuck you! You are on your 
fucking own! You haven’t got a country mansion to run off to? Fuck you! 
You don’t have an office job you can do over the internet? Fuck you! Go 
to work on the metro and the fucking bus you fucking oik! You don’t have 
a printer at home to print out the «permission-to-leave-the-house form»? 
Fuck you! Pay a hundred and thirty euro fine! We don’t fucking care! You 
can’t buy food? Fuck you and die, you stupid fucks! If you actually got 
sick with Covid, you were meant to just stay home as long as you could 
with no treatment. Seriously. You didn’t become the government’s priority 
or anything like that. You became an embarrassment. You weren’t even 
allowed to go to the doctor’s if you were ill. «Fuck you!» I even saw the 
head of the Parisian police saying that if you got Covid, it was your own 
fault! Crazy! When you got really fucking sick, you were just allowed to go 
straight to the hospital to be put on a ventilator machine. Nightmare. Total 
nightmare. You couldn’t find hydroalcoholic gel or masks anywhere. «Fuck 
you,» said the government. In fact, pharmacies were fined 10 000 euros if 
they were caught selling masks to the public. Fucking crazy. 
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It was the worst time of my life. The stress was unbelievable. Pd go to 
the toilet to cry. Not because of the pandemic as such but more for the 
bleakness of the future. The government made it clear that after the 
pandemic would be an economic recession, increased repression of culture 
and every sector of life, a reduction in basic freedoms and basically, a total 
«fuck you» to the population that never liked them anyway. ‘That did not 
put me in a good mood! 


I'd take my children out to exercise for an hour every other day and I'd 
see police officers roaming around bothering people. They were grinning 
ear to ear. They were having the time of their lives! ‘They could finally 
do whatever they wanted with even less consequences than ever before. 
They even came to my local supermarket armed to the teeth with machine 
guns to check that everyone had their permission to leave the house form 
signed correctly. As if ANYONE would go to Franprix for fun and not to 
buy shopping! It really did contribute to the civil war feeling. People would 
report neighbours to the police! ‘That’s crazy! 


It was hard to walk around the grim ghost town of Paris filled with scared 
people to begin with, but we stuck with it and it did us good in the end. 
Lots of people took up jogging because the town literally belonged to 
joggers for months! They didn’t get bothered by the police for example 
and they would often run right down the middle of the road while the 
police stopped cyclists and cars! Joggers were everywhere and took over the 
city for a couple of months. Even today, they’re the only people that legally 
don’t need to wear a mask outside. ‘Them and smokers. We didn’t jog but 
I’m glad we went out every day. Forcing myself to look up at the sky every 
day was important therapy! 


In general, ?m proud of how Parisians got through it. People were 
extraordinary and made huge sacrifices for the common good. Just like I’ve 
seen time and time again in the punk scene! People helped each other with 
shopping and things like that. We all bought food for people who couldn't. 
A lot of positive stuff happened too. 


People hung up bed sheets criticizing Macron’s treatment of the hospitals. 
Police kicked in their doors and arrested them. Facebook videos of police 
excess and brutality started flooding my feed everyday. When nurses 
demanded protective equipment, masks and reasonable treatment, 
the police were there to break up their strikes. The police even took for 
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themselves the 300,000 masks that the post office had kept for the postal 
workers. You couldn’t make this up! It really disgusts me how they can 
sleep at night! Apparently it’s only a small minority of extreme fascists in 
the police and the rest just go along with it to keep their heads down and 
have an easy life. There are no whistleblowers or outsiders in the police. 
The police remind me a little of society as a whole! How can we even 
whistleblow or resist our entire damn society? It’s a tricky thing to do! 
Luckily, society as a whole is more courageous than the police. As we’ve 
seen in this book, it happens constantly in the punk scene! There’s plenty 
of people ready to whistleblow about all kinds of things and stand up in the 
face of a force-five storm of brutal bullshit! That’s a positive thing, 


Then the supermarkets revealed that they had «found» stocks of hundreds 
of millions of masks and started selling them ten times more expensive 
than a few weeks before (60-70 centimes for a mask when a few weeks 
before they had been 6 centimes per mask). That’s when the government 
made masks absolutely obligatory for everyone to wear inside and outside. 
It’s the law now. Seriously. You couldn’t make this shit up! Police that 
would fine pharmacies for selling masks now fine people on the street for 
NOT wearing their masks properly. ‘They turned up to schools, armed 
with machine guns to check everyone had their masks on. They actually 
thought that was a good idea! 


The timeline: the scientists that had said the virus would never get to France 
and was nothing to worry about were rolled out to the TV shows. Then 
they were rolled out to explain masks and a lockdown were useless and 
we should carry on going to work as usual. Then the same scientists were 
rolled out to explain that it was an apocalypse and an extreme lockdown 
was the only solution (but that jogging was OK). Then they rolled them out 
again to say that there was no treatment that would work with Covid 19 
and we just had to wait it out or be hooked up to a ventilator. News about 
alternative ways of doing things in different countries were readily visible 
on the internet. Scientists were rolled out to the media to explain they 
were all fuckers and fucking lars. Scientists started appearing in the media 
daily to vilify scientists from around the world with differing opinions. That 
was brutal. Scientists were then rolled out to the media to explain that we 
had to wear masks inside and outside. Scientists gave advice on everything 
from how we relate to people in the new world and even how to have sex 
in a pandemic world. They said that we’d just have to fucking wait for a 
vaccine. When the figures were very low, scientists were brought in to start 
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talking about a second wave. When no second wave showed up they spoke 
about a second wave of cases instead of deaths. Statistics became more 
and more difficult to interpret as they started testing people en masse in 
September. I even saw some scientists say that this could go on forever 
and ever. Really! No one ever seemed to question the long term effects on 
society of using science as a shield for incompetence, lying and corruption. 
All of that seemed so contradictory and chaotic. It could drive anyone 
crazy... and it did! 


I can clearly see that constantly grinding down people’s trust in science 
and the media is a dangerous path to tread. I mean, you just have to look 
at Trump’s America or Bolsonaro’s Brazil to know why. If you were stupid 
enough to believe one newspaper article one week, the week after, you 
were pummelled into stupefaction when the very same people started to 
say the opposite. They punished you for starting to have solid foundations. 
The new human condition is a trembling butterfly, blowing in the wind, 
too scared to ever land, too afraid to do anything except be buffeted by 
the gusts of wind. A constant state of chaos and fear. What we’re all going 
through is what’s called a «double bind». That’s when we constantly get 
conflicting messages. It’s a known source of severe emotional distress! 


As an anarchist, I always knew that capitalism doesn’t just corrupt bankers 
and those kinds of people, it also corrupts every single fucking thing in 
society. I always knew it... but I kind of thought that in a pandemic, they’d 
calm it down a little to protect the economy at the very least. I thought 
there’d be a little honour amongst thieves. I thought that the system would 
make some attempt to stabilize itself: I thought that newspapers would rise 
to the occasion and act with a little bit of integrity instead of irresponsibly. 
I thought the scientific community would stand up a little to help the 
population understand the pandemic instead of confusing people further 
for personal profit. I thought that pharmaceutical companies would work 
together a tiny little bit at the very least to protect themselves from criticism 
and refrain from lobbying for five seconds. I thought there’d be a bit of 
international cooperation instead of distrusting and hating other nations 
even more than normal. I thought the government would try a little to 
protect small businesses and the economy because the economy makes... 
money... and they love money! How naive and stupid I was! The pandemic 
brought the most corrupt and destructive voices inherent in the capitalist 
system and amplified them a thousand fold. Brutal waves of madness 
turning our brains to mush. 
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Conspiracy theorists and far-right nutjobs started going completely crazy 
in several countries across the world (their minds are always the first ones to 
break in a crisis). But everyone else wasn’t far behind! Everyone’s cracking 
up at their own pace! We'll all get to that rabid, foaming-at-the mouth state 
eventually. It seems like only a matter of time. We’ll all break eventually. 
Philosopher Hannah Arendt, already saw how easily people’s minds broke 
in the 2nd world war. She saw how constant lying by the media can lead 
to a whole host of negative psychological consequences in the population. 
We start to be cynical about everything and doubt absolutely everything 
we see and hear. Meanwhile the French president said on TV that there 
had never been a shortage of masks in the first place and that there had 
never been any problems with masks and if we thought that there had been 
a shortage, we were just Imagining it. Yes, history was being rewritten in 
front of us! Aaaaaaaagh! What the fuck? Did they actually WANT us all 


to lose our minds? 
Behind the Mask 


I’ve been talking about masks because they’re the most visible sign of the 
madness that infuses the modern world we live in now. I could have talked 
about more insidious things like there being absolutely no tests or tracing of 
covid at all when we needed them at the peak of the pandemic and a huge 
abundance of tests at the end instead. Tests can help fight a pandemic, if 
used correctly. That’s not how they decided to do it though. Massive testing 
with unreliable PCR tests is now pushing a new kind of madness. If a child 
or baby has any symptom at all, they have to get tested to prove they DON’T 
have Covid 19 otherwise they’re excluded from their school or their daycare 
centre or creche. The tests are painful and quite inaccurate and many babies 
have been tested in this way. If a few kids have Covid 19, in an institution, 
they shut down the whole school and everyone suffers! What this does is 
make the parents hide their own children’s illnesses in order to protect the 
schools and the community. It’s the autumn now so obviously this is creating 
a whole other kind of underground world where you can’t even take your kid 
to the doctor’s anymore! My son’s at home right now instead of at school. 
Hiding at home with a sore throat of all things. I tried to tell him that being 
ul is not a crime. That could be a song title right there! 


Although we could have done with much more masks at the beginning 
of the pandemic, ’'m not obsessed with them or anything. I know that 


they’re a small part of a bigger picture. Now we live in a kind of constant 


143 


state of alertness and ultra-hygiene hypocrisy when anyone comes near 
us now, we put our mask up. We put a wall up. I know that talking about 
masks isn’t healthy and that this is a very unique situation. So keeping 
in mind the huge question mark around masks, it’s probably silly of me 
to even talk about them so much. It may come across as an obsession by 
this point but that’s not why I write about them. The science around the 
subject is not what interests me at all. As an artist, what really interests 
me in the creative part of my brain is the huge psychological effect they 
have in changing society. The effect of the new barrier on art itself. How 
are the new pandemic policies changing our entire species? How does it 
affect our culture and how we interact? ‘These changes will be permanent 
in the younger generation but can the older generation ever get back to 
how we were before? What new art does humanity need to process what 
we've been through? Can art even have a place in the new society when 
we’re more alienated than ever before? Do songs about social interactions 
suddenly ring hollow and nostalgic because we all secretly fear and hate 
each other now? For example: wearing a mask on the street may be a 
social indicator to the outside world that you are in «pandemic mode» 
and are not to be touched or fucked with? Or maybe wearing a mask is a 
signal that we want to join in with society again but don’t want to infect 
our friends with our disgusting, infectious (in our unconscious minds, of 
course) bodies ? Or a bit of both? As a parent, I worry everyday about 
the effect it has on my son who has to wear a mask all day long. I mean 
they even made him wear a mask on a school trip in a forest! In America, 
‘Trump’s mentally disturbed fans went mad across the country, waving 
machine guns around to show how much they hated masks. Masks may 
have no effect on the pandemic statistics or they may have a very real 
effect on them but I feel that, at the very least, they do illustrate the social 
and cultural stress we’re all under pretty fucking well. As a visual symbol 
for artists to think about, there’s no better metaphor for our world. It’s 
amazing how important they’ve become in society. Maybe I should write 
a song about it? 


What are the long term psychological effects of the lockdown? Why are 
we turning in on ourselves, looking at others like foreign objects and 
becoming more alienated. The lockdown and the media’s constant bullshit 
have instilled a toxic form of hyper-capitalism into us. ‘They’ve accelerated 
the capitalist project (which is a suicidal project) enormously. We’re scared 
of our fellow man, and instead of feeling solidarity, we feel fear. We’re 
victims of ultra alienation in last-phase capitalism, where even our friends 
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on Facebook are part of the wall that separates us from society as a whole. 
We’re almost completely cut off from our fellow humans. Covid closes us 
off that last little bit where we’re afraid of others AND even our own damn 


bodies! 


We’re all traumatized sheep looking to the wolf to look after us now. 
We're so confused. We don’t want to go near the other sheep anymore 
and even our own bodies disgust us as the wolf runs around doing what it 
wants (which is mainly stealing hundreds of billions of euros from future 
generations and also reducing democracy and reinforcing their power). 
Yes, Pll briefly mention the economics of Covid 19. When the banking 
crisis in 2008 happened, here in France, they gave at least 30 billion to 
banks and rich people. It was the biggest heist in history and most of that 
money disappeared as it became dividends and bonuses that they paid 
themselves and hid away in offshore tax havens. ‘They then imposed harsh 
austerity measures on the country for the next decade to pay for all their 
new country homes and yachts. 


In France, this time around, it’s at least 100 billion. It’s free money with 
no strings attached! ‘These world-record-breaking transfers of money 
from the state to the richest people humanity has ever seen is starting 
to get really old really fucking fast! ‘The French government continued 
defunding and dismantling the hospitals. Er... yes, you heard that straight! 
In the middle of a pandemic, the government decided that it was 
important to continue degrading the health services. ‘The mind boggles! 
The companies that got the money have so far just continued firing people 
and hiding the money in offshore accounts. No consequences. No strings! 
Do people even realize that a 100 billion euros is a lot of money to go up 
in smoke! It’s likely that 100 billion isn’t even enough to save the economy 
even if they did decide to spend it wisely. I’m scared of the austerity that 
they'll impose on us this time. I have kids. Austerity is the fucking black 
death every time they do it. 


We're really in the last stages of capitalism. They want to make the end 
of our little species happen as soon as possible with as much pain as 
possible for the majority of the world. It seems unnecessarily spiteful and 
desperately bitter to me. It’s personal for them. It’s not just business. It’s not 
enough for them to have all the money and the power, they want suffering 
to go with it too. They believe that our suffering and trauma will change 
the species forever and enable them to continue the neo-liberal project. 
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Well, they’re not wrong, capitalism has certainly strengthened its position 
this bloody year! 

The phrase that bombarded us in the media was «social distancing» which 
offended me deeply. I don’t mind physically distancing myself from people 
in order to help a general effort against a virus but I refuse to socially 
distance myself and usher in a new age of dystopian alienation. 


The government started bombarding women about the importance of not 
wearing miniskirts or letting their nipples show through the clothes they 
were wearing. The fuckers were out of control. They started complaining 
openly about the existence of racial minorities like Arab people for 
example. The government sped up their work of drone surveillance and 
facial recognition. ‘They spoke about future laws to ban the filming of police 
violence and the need to create a French version of Guantanamo Bay! It’s 
all completely mad! These are professional politicians going on TV and 
saying these things with absolute confidence. Their minds told them that 
since we were living under de-facto fascism anyway, we’d probably accept 
these outlandish things too. They were probably right. 


The worst of it is that it didn’t need to be this way. If we think logically for 
a second, the pandemic could have increased the importance of solidarity 
and mutual care. It could have made us realize that the most important 
people in our society are the ones at the bottom doing the essential jobs. 
It could have made us see how possible it really is to reverse the ecological 
collapse of the planet. It could have made us realize that we actually need 
public services (like hospitals!) to look after us. It seemed like simple logic 
that the pandemic would make it clear to the entire population that our 
system is just suicidal and supremely dumb. It seemed completely logical 
that socialist values would seem infinitely superior to even the most cynical 
media baron or politician. It’s perfectly possible to have a damn pandemic 
without turning the population into rabid PTSD vegetables! Oh, how 
wrong I was! How very wrong! 


It was too depressing to take! So what did I do? Well, I started writing this 
book for one thing! 

Talso wanted to write it down here to show myself that I wasn’t going crazy. 
You see that, right? You forgive my bitterness for what we’ve lost, right? You 
forgive my ramblings about lockdown, right? We forget things so fast! Every 
morning it feels like ’m in a bad sci-fi film. I’m finally a real sci-fi writer just 
by documenting current events! That can’t be normal, right? 
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Paperback writer 


In terms of songwriting it’s the driest creative period of my life. And all the 
single people without children posting about the five new concept albums 
they just wrote on Facebook in just one bloody week didn’t help at all! 
I felt completely drained of all creativity and hope. I discovered that a 
pandemic, with no hope of ever coming out, is not a creative situation for 
me. 


I normally write songs professionally for clients. I did finish all the 
outstanding songs and mixes that I had to do for work but I didn’t feel any 
creative impulse at all to do music. What’s the point of music if there’s no 
society anymore? Culture needs a society to hang on to. 


At the end of it, I wrote a couple of songs. Nowhere Land was the best one. 
We recorded Nowhere Land and another song, No Joke, in our rehearsal 
studio in May and June. The lyrics are pretty brutal, fragmented and 
disjointed because I had to show the callous and barbaric reality of the 
situation. The music is bright and sunny though! I actually think that it’s 
one of our best songs. It’s certainly the best thing we’ve done in terms of 
production... so that’s something considering than we did it with no budget 
at all! My friend Lewis said that Nowhereland sounds like a worldwide 
pandemic anthem! ‘That’s the plan! 


A New Hope 


In September, we started rehearsing again and after one practice, I asked 
our friend ‘Titi if he could organise a gig for us in a park in Montreuil (the 
only concerts that were allowed inside were ones where you sat down far 
from others with a mask on and weren’t allowed to move. Classical, jazz 
or religious music basically. Pretty fucked up). Titi offered us a gig for two 
weeks later. That was great news, but then I realised that I had forgotten 
how to play, how to sing and I had no memory of any lyrics. My mind had 
been reduced to Swiss cheese! 


The concert was planned to be an outdoor concert in a children’s park but 
people started looking at the weather forecast which predicted rain so we 
moved it to the big covered market place in the busiest part of town. Now 
we were going to play a 4-hour-long punk festival in a residential area on 
a Sunday afternoon at the peak of Covid 19 infection without any kind of 
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official permission or authorisation. 1,300 people clicked «interested» to 
the event on Facebook. Gatherings of more than 10 people are strongly 
discouraged in France. What could go wrong? 


We’re not entirely irresponsable arseholes though. We evaluated the dangers. 
We looked at the Covid death rate and it was extremely low. Suicides were 
now higher than Covid 19 deaths. At that point, we considered that it was 
time for a concert! 


At 11 in the morning I received a call that the band that wanted to play 
first no longer wanted to. ‘They wanted to play last. Typical. You get very 
used to people worrying about the order bands play in after a while. I said 
that we wouldn’t mind opening the proceedings. My band doesn’t mind 
playing first. It’s actually a great moment to play. You get to throw down 
the gauntlet and shape what the whole event will be like. 


We met up with Karim from the Bistro next to the entrance to the metro. 
He said all the bars around the market supported the idea to do a concert 
on the ground that they desperately needed to sell beer and they'll all do 
their best to hold off the police as long as they could. 


We waited while the workers cleared the crushed fruit and vegetables 
from the market floor. As soon as they were done, we pounced on the 
equipment. We worked really hard setting up the sound system and trying 
to get everything working as quickly as we could. My friend Pablo came 
over and spontaneously volunteered to do the sound for everybody. Great! 
We ended up starting about an hour late. There were maybe about 200 
people but more were arriving all the time. It was really cool to play there. 
I felt that people were excited and that made me excited. While I sing 
and perform, I look at the faces of the crowd to know how they’re feeling, 
There’s a kind of feedback loop between the band and the audience. 


This really was a special event! After 6 grim months with no live music and 
no concerts, this moment actually mattered to people. It was a moment 
that I could see people wanting to etch into their memories. I repeated a 
phrase that I saw graffitied on a wall recently: «A life without culture starts 
to feel a lot like prison after a while... and we’ve done our time!» The crowd 
roared. We gave it everything we had. People danced, people moshed and 
people even hugged. I don’t think I'd seen people spontaneously hug for 
months. Who knows if it’s wrong to do that or not. All I know is that 
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concerts always have and always will break down the walls that separate 
people. Punk concerts in particular have always provided an outlet to 
transgress society’s rules. 


After the concert, people came up to me to thank me for the event. A few 
people hugged me (yeah, I know!) and said they’d been missing concerts 
so much that it hurt. It was a very heartfelt moment for me and made it 
all worthwhile. Now I know what a release of joy after 6 months of no live 
music looks like. 


After us, Les Marteaux Pikettes (our guitarist, Arno’s other band) played 
and then Abdullah Sheraton. ‘Then the police started harassing Karim 
from the Bistro. ‘Thankfully, he agreed to handle the police for us and 
ignored them twice. On the third time, he was visibly worried so I agreed 
to end the concert and start packing up the equipment. We cancelled the 
last band, Nothing ‘To Tell. Our drummer Octave’s other band. No one 
was that disappointed, though. We had already gotten away with much 
more than we’d imagined. A guerilla concert in a busy town centre playing 
at festival-level volume with hundreds of people in the audience. We 
proved what we wanted to prove. People thanked us warmly for the risks 
we took. A few people said to me that it was exactly what they needed 
and they felt so much better now. A hat was passed around which quickly 
accumulated more than 200 euros, which was impressive considering that 
unemployment and poverty are rampant in 2020! 


We finished the night with an enormous sense of optimism. People could 
smile again. People could dance again. People could breathe again. We 
thought we had timed the concert perfectly to coincide with a new dawn 
for live music. I said to Juliette that this was the perfect last chapter of the 
book. We smiled as we loaded up our friend Amy’s car with the equipment. 
There was hope on the horizon again. 


The Empire Strikes Back 


Less than one week later the government made a really big deal of cracking 
down. Shit! They decided to shake things up again. Damn! I thought that 
the book would end on a positive point! People had just started getting their 
lives back together. Unions had even started organising protests again to 
try to salvage some basic rights. No dice! That wasn’t approved behaviour. 
They instigated a 10 o’clock closure of bars and cultural events and banned 
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gatherings of more than 10 people. That completely destroyed our next 
concert. They brought in a raft of new rules to target concerts and cultural 
events in general. They exempted restaurants, churches and cinemas from 
this, but bars, clubs and concert venues were completely fucked. 


The new rules seemed suspiciously classist and punitive. Why exempt 
restaurants? The government had continued its long term plan of laying off 
hospital staff and closing hospital wards and then they unleashed punitive 
rules on the country to «save the hospitals» while giving a hundred billion 
euros to their friends and NOT hospitals or clinics or doctors or anything 
remotely health-related. So now we all have to work in masks, shop in 
masks, not meet any more than nine friends (or 1s it six?), not go to any 
meetings or cultural events that the police could interpret as against their 
new vision of France and then be in bed by ten, ready to do it all again the 
next day. 

On social media, Facebook started deleting the accounts of people who 
disagreed with the party line. Even top scientists were blocked. 


Cramming yourself onto the metro to go to work every day was still 
obligatory, though. School was still obligatory. Going to shopping centres 
to buy stuff when you weren’t working was still strongly encouraged. As 
flu season approached, we could see that these measures would hardly 
slow down a virus that was more than happy to spread in work places and 
transport instead of cultural places, we could see that contagion would 
probably remain quite high while one class of people were punished, we 
could see that the government could foreseeably keep this going for a long 
time, we could see ample opportunity for the bleakness to expand into the 
foreseeable future. 


Don’t Stop Believing 


So the legendary garage punk band, Les Becasses, invited us to play at 
their place in a small village north of Paris. We were still upset about the 
10 pm closing of all the bars and even banning the transportation of 
musical instruments in some regions. Still, we were happy to play again. I 
was happy about this gig because my children would finally get to see me 
live. A gig’s a gig right? Maybe in the near future all rock concerts will be 
performed in private and in secret? 

In the morning, we had gone to a huge classical music concert of Ravel’s 
music. A full (un-masked) orchestra and a massive audience in the 
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philharmonic hall. I was very happy to see that live events like this could 
still happen. I couldn’t help feeling jealous that other forms of live music 
were banned, though (music where the audience shood up wasn’t, and still 
isn’t, allowed). The hypocrisy cut into me like a knife but even classical 
and jazz concerts were banned soon after that. ‘Then we went to the studio 
with my wife and kids to meet up with Gabrielle and Amy who had kindly 
offered to drive us all there. No one in the band has a car yet! Maybe when 
we grow up! 


Axel had decided not to come to the gig as a precautionary measure. One 
of his friends thought that he might have been in contact with someone with 
Covid 19. He decided to take one of the PCR tests but then came across 
a problem, the test results would only come back after 3 days minimum! 
Axel had unfortunately maneuvered himself into a corner as he couldn't, 
in good conscience, come to the gig now. The reality is that we all come 
into contact with people that MAY have had contact with someone with 
Covid 19 everyday on the metro. Interesting fact: they asked people to stop 
talking whilst on public transport to reduce this effect. They seriously asked 
the public to shut the fuck up. Anyway, back to the concert... 


Arno decided to play the bass. We set up the equipment outside in the lovely 
courtyard of Marion and Christophe from Les Becasses’ house. They had 
invited most of the village, which is just as well because the whole village 
was going to hear the concert whether they wanted to or not. Our friend 
Joseph, who had become a kind of music production apprentice of mine 
during the recording of Les Becasses and the last Louis Lingg and the 
Bombs record, offered to be the sound engineer for the night. Cool! 


We played the gig and it went well considering that I had to think hard to 
make sure that I played as many of Arno’s guitar parts as possible. It was 
all worth it to see my son’s face light up when he saw me rock out. He said 
to me that I was the best guitarist in the world and that my band was the 
best band in the world... even better than Ghost (a Swedish pop rock band 
that youngsters like). 


It’s tough playing, singing and thinking at the same time! If you need to 
think in a concert, you can’t really be in the moment. Ideally, you need to 
play entirely by instinct so you can give your all in a gig. That’s why you 
should practice by the way! That’s an important lesson that I learnt, the 
energy that you give to your performance is what the audience reacts to, 
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not the accuracy of the notes that you play. ‘To do that well, you need to be 
100 percent in the music where time and space cease to exist and you’re 
only aware of the present moment. Yes, time and space really do cease to 
exist. Try it! You’ll see ’m telling the truth! 


Gaz played next, followed by Les Becasses. Les Becasses were coming to the 
end of their concert when the gendarmes (remember that they’re the French 
military police) came to the house to stop the concert. That signalled the 
end of the night but at least the cops didn’t fine anyone or get aggressive 
about there being more than ten people (or six people?) in the same place... 
and we had practically finished the night anyway! We agreed that all in all, 
considering the brutal police state that France had become, the concert 
was a resounding success! People in the village that hadn’t even come to the 
concert thanked Christophe for organising it. Apparently, it had been years 
since anything interesting had happened in the area! 


Rolling in the Deep 


Well, then Macron went on the TV and put us into a real curfew (from 9 
pm to 6 am) just like in a Second World War movie or a dystopian sci-fi 
movie. He came out with lies and bullshit that most infections came from 
recreational activities. That was a straight-up lie. (Most infections come 
from work and educational institutions by far.) He insisted people still had 
to go to work. ‘There would be no provisions for people to work from home 
more often. The journalist just nodded like a fucking idiot. There would 
be no more money for the hospitals (that were 30-40 percent full). There 
would be no more help for bars, nightclubs and artists. There would be 
300 million euros more for the police and they would be mobilising a force 
of 15 000 police to enforce the curfew. Everyone seemed to agree that a 
curfew would hardly make a dent on any pandemic statistics and that the 
virus has never particularly spread at night as such, but that didn’t change 
the political reality one iota. Nobody seemed to give a fuck. The activities 
of rich people wouldn’t be affected, the holidays were still completely 
authorised and encouraged... Oh, and they mentioned that all concerts 
and music where you stand up or dance would probably be banned until 
March 2021. What. The. Fuck. 


I really should have stopped this book after the concert in Montreuil where 
there was still so much hope. Why did I have to continue writing it? Nobody 


really wants to read about France’s descent into hell, do they? 
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I never imagined that they would go so far, so fast, and that people would 
accept it so easily. I never thought that I would ever live in a country that 
would have real-life curfews in my lifetime. In Pantin just near to where 
I live, people are always on the street until late because it’s better than 
being miserable in the crowded hostels and dormitories where the young, 
working men often live. It seems that a curfew will quickly INCREASE 
Covid 19 infections among the very poor. What a surprise, curfews, just 
like everything in this nastly little pandemic, punish poor people far more 
than the rich. I now understand exactly how easily a country can slip into 
fascism. 


We all looked on completely dumbfounded. What can you do? The 
numbing reality of just how powerless we really are started to dawn on 
us. The awful feeling as a parent punched me hard in the stomach. The 
government can traumatize and abuse my kids and my family as much 
as they feel like and there’s nothing I can do about it. No judges would 
lift a finger, no journalists would dare challenge the dominant pandemic 
ideology of suffering in silence, ’'m scared to even write on the internet 
that it’s awful because Facebook closes pages after posts like that and being 
shouted down by my social media subscribers is no fun. This is the actual 
world that I used to read about in Noam Chomsky’s or Howard Zinn’s 
descriptions of life in countries like Chile, Belerus, Columbia, etc. This 
is exactly how it feels! Suffer in silence. ‘That’s the message. Through this 
constant suffering and trauma, the government was successfully remoulding 
society to resemble their own, cold, dead hearts. Maybe I’m dying a little 
inside every day, becoming more like them and I don’t even realise it. 


More than ever, I found that Hannah Arendt was one of the most important 
philosophers of the last century. She was writing about the rise of fascism 
and not epidemics but what she said is surprisingly accurate for France’s 
new pandemic regime. 


She said: «dn an ever-changing, incomprehensible world, the masses had 
reached the point where they would, at the same time, believe everything 
and nothing, think that everything was possible and that nothing was true. 
... Mass propaganda discovered that tts audience was ready at all tumes 
to belveve the worst, no matter how absurd, and did not particularly object 
to being deceived because it held every statement to be a le anyhow. The 
totalitarian mass leaders based thew propaganda on the correct psychological 
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assumption that, under such conditions, one could make people belveve 
the most fantastic statements one day, and trust that if the next day they 
were given irrefutable proof of their falsehood, they would take refuge in 
cynicism; instead of deserting the leaders who had led to them, they would 
protest that they had known all along that the statement was a he and 
would admire the leaders for their superior tactical cleverness. (...) The 
result of a consistent and total substitution of les for factual truth 1s not 
that the le will now be accepted as truth and truth be defamed as a le, 
but that the sense by which we take our bearings in the real world —and 
the category of truth versus falsehood 1s among the mental means to this 
end— is being destroyed. (...)The moment we no longer have a free press, 
anything can happen. What makes ut possible for a totalitarran or any 
other dictatorship to rule is that people are not informed; how canyou have 
an opinion if you are not informed? If everybody always hes to_you, the 
consequence is not that you believe the lies, but rather that nobody believes 
anything any longer. This is because lies, by thewr very nature, have to be 
changed, and a lying government has to constantly rewrite its own history. 
On the recewing end you get not only one le —a lie which you could go on for 
the rest of your days— but you get a great number of lies, depending on how 
the political wind blows. And a people that no longer can believe anything 
cannot make up ts mind. It 1s depriwed not only of its capacity to act but 
also of its capacity to think and to judge. And with such a people you can 
then do what you please.» 
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CHAPTER 17 
Freaky Deaky 





https://louislinggandthebombs.bandcamp.com/album/freaky-deaky-single 


The kitchen plates left stained and broken 

Fe takes a look around, 

all he sees 1s rotten 

Pressure pressure pressure, it’s pushin’ him down 
Pushing on his chest, feels ted and bound 


«Hey hey! take me away! 

Don’t wanna say ut - But there’s no escapin’ here 
I feel this way but I can’t express ut here 

Rat in a maze, just know they’re testing me» 


Then the government instituted the second lockdown. ‘The France of a few 


weeks before when we did the illegal concert in Montreuil was now so far 
away we couldn’t even imagine doing something like that now. ‘The country 
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was a far darker place, much more brutal and almost unrecognisable. My 
mind was reeling! We must have been brave to do that, I started thinking to 
myself. No, I answered myself, it was really a different country back then! 
Doing that kind of thing would expose you to beatings and all that kind of 
stuff from the cops. 


They reintroduced the same World War Two style paperwork system 
of authorisations to leave your house and said that work and school 
would continue unimpeded. In France it seems like the default stance of 
administrators and government officials whenever anything bad happens is 
do what they did in the nazi occupation! As if the Vichy collaborators were 
the only model of good governance or something! The level of insanity in 
these people’s minds is off the charts! With the right paperwork, you could 
do anything, even though you weren’t allowed to go more than a kilometre 
from your house, plane flights all over Europe were authorized and you 
could even visit old people in retirement homes this time. I thought old 
people were the ones at risk... They closed restaurants and bars, though, 
and this time, they targeted bookshops too (as non-essential shops) and 
forced them to close too. Then, in a strange turn of events, they banned 
the sale of books in newsagents and supermarkets (to pretend to be fair to 
everyone!). Are you confused? I’m confused. ‘They encouraged people to 
continue buying all the establishment newspapers everyday, though. I can 
imagine why dancing in a dingy punk rock concert would be considered 
dangerous by some but reading is pretty much as solitary as it gets in terms 
of leisure activities! 


The justification for the lockdown this time was that the hospitals were 
nearing the saturation point. Every autumn in recent years has the same 
catastrophe in French hospitals which always results in a huge death toll 
among the old and the weak. In previous years, the flu and stomach bugs 
killed surprisingly large amounts of people. The government had closed 
down 70,000 beds since 2003 so as usual, they were, total, fucking arseholes! 
In fact since the start of the pandemic they had actually been closing at 
least a hundred more beds in nearly every region! Incredible! What were 
they thinking? This time the autumn saturation had a name though: Covid 
19. The lockdown would maybe free up some space in the hospitals by 
reducing traffic accidents and things like that. I suppose that’s one positive 
point in its favour. It’s still mind-blowing that the neo-liberal obsession 
with running down public services to gear up for an eventual privatisation 
wasn’t even put on pause for a fucking second, let alone questioned. 
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They gave another round of quite a few billions of taxpayer’s money to 
big companies without giving anything really extra to the hospitals! There 
was no mention of their policy of brutal cuts to the French health service 
anywhere to be found, even though doctors and nurses have been striking 
and protesting over this very issue for years. Once again our society’s 
extremely short memory hampered our thought processes. Billionaires 
had made vast amounts of money in the first half of 2020, increasing 
their wealth by 27% in just a few months... and they weren’t finished yet! 
Just re-opening all the closed hospitals all over the country and rehiring 
all the staff would have cost far less than the lockdowns and helped the 
country in a lasting manner, but they would never do that! That would 
mean the admission that neo-liberalism had failed. That would mean that 
their «religion» was based on a lie. That would give the wrong message to 
the people. That would piss off all their billionaire buddies. Yes, even in a 
pandemic, they couldn’t even put their politics on pause even for a damn 
second. President Macron went on T'V to present all this to us and he 
actually framed this as a chance for us to learn how to act properly. ‘The 
fucker thinks we’re his children or something! 


Paint It Black 


So the second lockdown felt worse than the first lockdown because it was 
presented as a normal part of modern life that would be repeated infinitely 
until we learnt some kind of nebulous lesson. It was a psychological attack 
made to shift blame for the virus on to the population and away from the 
ruling class. Rather than any kind of attempt to fight Covid, this lockdown 
forced working class people onto crowded buses and metros and children 
into crowded classrooms every morning and was as unlikely to provide any 
effect to the statistics as the curfew. This lockdown was another hardcore 
torture session in order to reshape the fabric of society. The only values that 
we were meant to respect were: «Work, Family and Patriotism». No more 
grouping of friends was tolerated, no leisure activities, no culture, no dissent. 


The population was completely set adrift. I met parents at school when I 
picked up my children from school, and confusion and despair were rife 
among them. Poverty was rising at record speeds (at least 1 million extra 
people falling into extreme poverty apparently and it was only the tip of 
the iceberg). I’m sure left-wing politicians must be out there somewhere 
offering help and interesting alternatives, but, of course their voices weren't 
really heard at all and any criticism of the lockdown was met with scorn 
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as if we were somehow akin to those ‘Trump supporters in the US that ran 
around with machine guns screaming about masks. The important thing 
that confused people was that a lockdown in a country like New Zealand 
used the same word as a «lockdown» in our country, even though they 
were completely different. That made any discussion difficult. How can we 
even talk to each other if we assume all lockdowns are created equal? If I 
criticised anything the government did they would reply: «Well it worked 
in New Zealand,» followed by a smug grin as if they’d won the argument. 
«Hey, man, Pd be happy in lockdown in New Zealand right now! Get me 
there now!» 


Unsurprisingly, the far-right made huge advances in this time. The media 
concentrated on a brutal murder of a teacher by a Chechen boy for weeks 
on end with all other news appearing at least ten pages in! A year before 
every major election, the French media always becomes very racist in order 
to hype up the leading facist party, the RN. As the next presidential election 
was sliding nearer they decided that they’d continue their business as usual. 
They consider this a good strategy because then we all have to vote for 
whichever candidate is left standing against the fascists in the second round 
of voting. Needless to say that they assume itll be Macron or some other 
sociopath. It’s a strategy that every normal person in France has been 
disgusted with for decades. It seems to be dangerous and irresponsible too. 
It’s the kind of strategy that a child would think of without considering the 
enormous repercussions of doing this while people are actually already in 
a de facto police state while the pandemic rages on. Pretty freaky. 


The government scheduled discussion on the new law to stop people filming 
police violence (punished with a year in prison and a 45,000 euro fine) and 
to normalize drone surveillance and facial recognition as standard police 
tools. It also proposed allowing the police to be completely anonymous, 
cover up their face and not give their names. ‘That’s real! I just copied it 
from Le Monde newspaper right now! We’re living in a crazy time! We’re 
in the middle of a lockdown and this is what the government is discussing 
instead of dealing with health issues. You couldn’t make this up! ‘This law 
was not just for the pandemic, they intend this law to be forever. Pretty 
fucking freaky! 


What’s my point? Well, any lyrics that I write in this period are gonna be 
pretty fucking bleak. That’s my point! The songs that bubbled to the top in 
this period were Belly Up and Freaky Deaky. 
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Belly Up was about death, antidepressants and the opioid crisis and Freaky 
Deaky spoke about the shame people felt regarding the mental problems 
that the confinement provoked in them. Needless to say, that’s some pretty 
dark subject matter right there. 

We started recording Freaky Deaky right at the start of the second 
lockdown. I procured an authorization to work from my father-in-law in 
case we got stopped by the police and we went into the studio! Octave did 
a fine job and it sounded pretty damn badass if I do say so myself! 


The government went ahead with voting the law banning journalists (and 
everyone) from filming the police, legalisimg drone surveillance as well 
as unlimited use and storage of facial recognition, empowering private 
security services to do police work and even giving the police the right to 
use their drone and bodycam footage in order to enhance their reputation 
and image, effectively making the police what we all knew they were 
already, a political lobby group for their own political ends. I understand 
young police believe that they are in some kind of civil or cultural war or 
something, ‘To them, I say: «Wash your brain out with soap you fucking 
idiots! I understand that your fantasies help you get through the day but 
youre just flat out wrong! Stop thinking like that! Your way of life is NOT 
in danger. Your culture is NOT under attack! Your fucking race is NOT 
being replaced. There are no «races» you dumbass fuckwits!!» 


It all seemed like an episode of some kind of science fiction TV show and 
I found it hard to believe but my wife even went to a carefully managed 
protest against that law. At the end of the protest, they beat a bunch of 
journalists and arrested six or seven of them saying on camera, «This is the 
last time you get to mess with us!». 


A couple of film makers from the far-right made a conspiracy video of the 
Covid 19 debacle and it was a huge hit. I didn’t watch it. I understand why 
people wanted to watch it, though. Apparently the first half showed just 
how awful the mismanagement of the virus was and how the government 
and mainstream media lying about every aspect of the virus and the science 
around the virus drove people mad. Lying about it at the start saying that 
it was nothing to worry about and then lying about it later on by saying 
constantly contradictory and increasingly hysterical things to justify every 
policy decision that they just felt like doing. It just pushed people too far 
and broke far too many people’s mental health in the process. We can all 
agree that that sucked! That’s how the film got people to open the door... 
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Why do I mention this in a book about an anarcho-punk band? Well punks 
are slightly more in tune with how fucked up the ruling class is, in this 
world, but when punks are anxious and frightened, we’re as susceptible as 
anyone else to misinformation and conspiracy. 


What I can’t stand is how a truth that we all agree with and feel really 
awful about is then twisted to the government’s own ends. ‘The second half 
of the film is where they apparently start to blame Bill Gates and George 
Soros, etc. Typical far-right bullshit. That nonsense is very dangerous 
because it takes a small grain of truth and then paralyses the population’s 
capacity to act decisively to improve things. The grain of truth in this case 
is that the billionaires really have behaved in a really fucking inexcusable 
way the past year. We can all understand that and then they feed us a 
bunch of bullshit when they capture our attention on their hook. It stops 
people from investing themselves in political grassroots activism. If you 
want to fight against all this crazy police brutality, Amnesty International 
and the Human Rights League need your help. If you think that all of this 
shit is Bill Gates’ fault, you’re more likely to disengage from the political 
process completely because what can you do against him? That just helps 
the far right because they vote in EVERY damn election! 


Just like the 11th of September attack on the Twin Towers, the question of 
who actually is to blame is far far far less important than how governments 
try to benefit from it. Don’t get me wrong, that shit might make for a good 
Oliver Stone movie one day but it pales in importance to the big questions 
of who actually benefits from these massive disasters. The important 
thing about these 21st century disasters is how the shock of the disaster 
is seized upon by our fucking governments and the various multinational 
corporations to actually change the behaviour of the world population 
and even the way we perceive reality itself: They really take advantage of 
every disaster they can to shape the world to their advantage. After most 
disasters they normally just sneakily privatise everything they can get 
their hands on or sometimes go to war with a country to steal some oil. 
The pandemic was a bit different, it made them more ambitious. Covid 
19 seemed to have unleashed their wildest dreams on the population. 
In France, those dreams seem mostly to revolve around some kind of 
idealised version of the nazi occupation. Damn! Just our luck! They’ve 
lined their pockets and increased their wealth by a third in just a few 
months (seriously!) but more importantly, they seem to have scarred our 
collective psyches on a planetary scale. The mind boggles! We need a film 
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that presents Naomi Klein’s Shock Doctrine and takes it further into the 
pandemic era. 


So fuck those conspiracy theorists and their films but fuck our side too 
for leaving people in this shit with no films to give us comfort and tell 
our side of the story. Fuck them for having perverted the righteous anger 
into pointless hatred for a few amorphous billionaires instead of the entire 
concept «billionaire» itself: 


In France, we’ve let authoritarianism rise so far, so fast, and left-wing people 
on the TV just saying: «Wear your mask and stay home until this is over» 
is a betrayal of the very people the left was always meant to protect. No 
one on the planet thinks things are really that simple. Nobody really thinks 
that this will ever be «over» in any clear cut way. It'll be messier than that. 
The consequences of the lockdown on the willpower of the entire species 
will echo down through our history for decades. ‘The pandemic has given 
disaster capitalists such an enormous head start on us that my head is still 
spinning. How many years have they broken us for? 


I’ve got to admit that the speed of the change and all the crazy sci-fi 
concepts like drone surveillance, facial recognition and vaccine passports 
that became a reality in 2020 took even anarchist punks like me by surprise. 
I never thought they would go this far. I really didn’t. I thought that they’d 
just keep fucking with us and stealing our freedoms little by little. I was so 
naive! 


I strongly suspect that the human race is like an elastic band and we’ll pop 
back faster than people realise. People’s memories in the 21st century are 
very short but the deep and smouldering anger is difficult to put out. I think 
we'll all be surprised in the years to come at how weak authoritarian force 
actually is and how fast they start to fall to their knees in the face of people 
power when we’re deep into the biggest recession in history. I still hold out 
hope that as soon as the pandemic is finally over, people will spring back 
to their old ways of community, culture, solidarity, music, socialising and 
exchanging ideas. 


I’m full of hope when I go to work in the studio to produce records. Artists 
and musicians still cling on to the dream. I’ve seen so many fires light 
up in their eyes. There’s no question of music slowing down. ‘There’s no 
question that musicians will try to communicate directly with listeners and 
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to heal the huge psychological problems so deeply entrenched in isolated 
and suffering people everywhere. I solemnly swear that we artists won't 


give up! 
I want to ride my bicycle! 


I rode about northern Paris on my bike and saw so many police harassing 
black and Arabic people in military style squads on most major street 
corners. It was like an occupation by a gang of young, stupid white kids 
armed with machine guns. For the first time in 20 years I felt like actually 
leaving France. ‘The shocking reality of that thought struck me. How far our 
lives have descended into degradation and humiliation in just a few months! 


I'd ride my bike to a sound design training course every morning during 
the second confinement. Id ride over to the canal de ’Ourq. I'd pass by the 
joggers revelling in the freedom to run up and down without a mask. The 
sun was starting to rise and the air had a fresh bite in my lungs that made 
things feel normal for a moment. 


I'd ride on a bridge over to the other side of the canal. People would be 
walking down the street on the way to work. Their eyes empty and hopeless. 
Yes, a certain class of people had to go to work everyday all through both 
confinements and they didn’t fucking enjoy the experience one fucking bit. 


Td ride down the hill towards Rue de Flandres carefully avoiding the dustbin 
lorries and the bin men. [d ride on through to the 18th arrondissement. 
There things started to change, Id see the police checking that black people 
were commuting with correctly filled out papers. (Remember it was 135 
euros for mistakes with this archaic bureaucratic madness.) They’d stare 
at me as I rode by hugging their submachine guns to their chests. What 
the fuck is going on here? Things started to look darker and stranger the 
further I went. 


I'd ride out to the edge of Paris and go under the ring road that acts as 
a de facto border wall between Paris and the suburbs. Going to the other 
side of that road was like going into another world. I’d ride up the hill into 
Seine Saint Denis. ‘There’d be a van of the fearsome riot police, the CRS, 
on every street corner. Every one of their white faces screwed up in hatred 
as I rode by. What the fuck is going on here? Why are the expensive and 
overpaid «Republican Security Company» (the GRS) occupying a French 
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city like this? ‘The CRS are well known for costing more than normal police 
officers, being above the law and, in some cases being nazi sympathizers. 
They often go into demonstrations with nazi symbols on their arms. Don’t 
get too close to those ones! Those ones are scary! 


Every street had a few homeless people hanging out, standing around 
hugging themselves to try to stay warm. When the homeless people sat 
down or got out their blankets to keep warm, the GRS jumped out of 
their van as if terrorists had threatened to blow up the Eiffel ‘Tower. The 
homeless people got the message, stood up again, and started wandering 
around again. 


Abhh, that’s why their faces were particularly gaunt and tired! They’re 
constantly being chased around 24 hours a day! My god! The inhumanity 
of this pandemic never ceases to amaze me. How can they do that and look 
at themselves in the mirror? Also, what’s the fucking point of this dirty little 
game of grinding down the weakest and most vulnerable people? I read 
that night that the police had orders to stop them settling anywhere out of 
fear of shanty downs sprouting up or some such bullshit nonsense. 


Id ride up the hill onto Avenue Victor Hugo. I’d head towards a big bit 
of pavement. The Restaurant Du Coeur (an association that prepares 
food for homeless people) had set up a makeshift distribution of food. 
There were hundreds of people! The queue stretched back as far as I 
could see. About 20 vans of CRS supersoldiers were on hand to fine them 
for having incorrect pandemic paperwork, drag immigrants away to the 
administrative retention camps and generally scare the shit out of them. 
The desperate, biting feeling of hunger kept them there despite the most 
brutal and politicised police force in Europe harassing them. My jaw fell 
open. The total insanity of what I was seeing in the middle of a lockdown 
in a worldwide pandemic hit me. This is the true face of the pandemic. 
The virulent and bitter hatred of the ruling classes let off the leash by a 
respiratory disease. Not one extra cent for the hospitals but hundreds of 
thousands spent on expensive police operations to torture homeless people. 
What on earth is going on? Did my bike go through a portal into a parallel 
universe? It just seemed so senseless. 


The horror of the pandemic will stay with me for many years. I read 


reports of police and private security agents being sent to northern towns 
in vast operations to harass homeless people and refugees. ‘They slashed 
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their tents with big knives and confiscated their blankets and sleeping bags. 
All that in winter temperatures of around zero degrees centigrade! What, 
the absolute, fuck? ‘The ugliness and the horror of this was staggering. ‘The 
true face of people taking advantage of Covid 19 hit me in the face again. 
Covid 19 really was a war to survive for some people. 


‘The pandemic in France was waged like a war against the poor population. 
It was open and violent warfare against refugees but most working class 
people felt the brutal effects of the virus much more than wealthier people. 
It was a much more subtle war against the middle classes. It was a brutal 
dose of shock doctrine for the working classes who had to continue their 
working lives under enormous stress, fear and police repression. The 
idea was to use fear and some direct repression to permanently change 
the population’s attitude and mindset towards obedience, sociability and 
passivity. It was a war against our ability to have critical thinking with a 
constantly contradictory and shifting official truth and extremely brutal 
measures for people (or even scientists and journalists) who didn’t subscribe 
to the impossibly contradictory and shifting official point of view. The goal 
of this war was to increase their power and wealth as usual. Imagine if they 
had bothered to use that energy against the virus? 


All through this time we were made aware of underground luxury 
restaurants open for the super-rich, right-wing journalists and police 
officers. I shit you not! ‘The class war was becoming more and more visible! 


Our drummer works as a receptionist from time to time and his boss sent 
him to work at an illegal party for the ultra-rich, paid cash in hand, of 
course. How do we know these fuckers were the ultra-rich? The hostess 
needed three extra bottles of soda and gave Octave 50 bucks and asked 
him if it was enough! You couldn’t make this shit up! The disconnection 
between them and the normal mass of humanity is just staggering! 


The philosopher Barbara Stiegler started talking about the elites obsession 
with Behavioural Neo-liberalism and its rise to become the new fashion 
among the few intellectuals that there are among the elite. They no longer 
accepted any dissenting views of any kind. As well as having all the money 
and power, they now wanted a kind of sycophantic allegiance. A fascinating 
and tumultuous time to be alive, for sure, but from the inside, it just looks 
like a cross between Orwell’s 1984 and plain old facism. Anyway, check out 
Stiegler if you get a chance. She rocks. 
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Belly up 


In 2021, nothing’s changed at all yet. Everything’s still completely fucked. After 
a year and a half, people with Covid’s first contact with a doctor is still likely to 
be while you are being hooked up to a ventilator with a 25 percent chance of 
death. It’s crazy that treating the disease is still discouraged by the government 
a year after the first lockdown. There have been minor developments like 
vaccination for example! In a very depressing and predictable move, the 
European governments started talking about vaccination passports which 
would give you the right to do things like travel or attend a concert while 
simultaneously spreading fake news about how the vaccines were really 
dangerous. They even suspended a vaccine for a day or two saying it didn’t 
work on people over 65 or that it caused blood clots. ’'m an anarchist punk 
who knows very well all the crazy and evil shit that pharmaceutical companies 
constantly get up to but even I think it’s dangerous to spread false rumours 
about vaccines in the middle of a pandemic when they present vaccines as 
the only way to get back to having any life at all! The government started 
talking constantly about how vaccination wouldn’t change anything because 
in some very small amount of cases, vaccinated people can still transmit the 
disease. They also launched huge vaccination ad campaigns in the media. 
People were perplexed to say the least... The only way to understand such an 
insane strategy is to go back to the philosophers Hannah Arendt and Naomi 
Klein. Being afraid and confused about every single fucking thing and every 
single fucking choice we have to make puts us into a child like catatonic state 
where we accept everything and believe nothing. 


Still no art, culture, restaurants, bars, social gatherings and absolutely no 
attempt to help people in distress or control the virus... Except now the 
curfew is at 6 pm. Great! It feels like prison. Explain to me again how a 
curfew helps again. Anybody? It makes the metro more packed than it’s 
ever been because people still need to get back from work all at the same 
time! Every night a dark feeling of imprisonment descends on to us even if 
we weren’t likely to go out partying anyway. 


They then changed the surfew to 11 pm, which was a little better but still 
very oppressive. Honestly, it feels awful to know that if you ever leave your 
house, after dark, you’re a dirty criminal. ‘The government was constantly 
changing the rules and trying to see what they could get away with. They 
say they’re going to lift the curfew the day before the elections. Oh, what 
a predictable ploy! 
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So unsurprisingly, nothing changed except a hopeless inevitability started 
to set in and members of the government started chatting cheerfully 
to journalists about how this was the new permanent reality even after 
everyone’d been vaccinated! They cheerfully explain how everyone and 
everything’s different now and there’s no going back. Absolute insanity! 
They also ramped up the islLamophobic racism to fever pitch and launched 
a social media campaign to blame the virus on young people as some kind 
of political tactic. Seriously. Oh, they also took away disabled people’s right 
to be independant too. What the fuck? 


Writing all this stuff down makes it seem completely crazy. How can anyone 
reading this in a year’s time even believe anything that I’ve written here? 
Non-stop extreme right-wing bullshit on the TV and effectively making 
anyone non-white feel like a secret enemy of the state seems like a chapter 
from a sci-fi novel. The state started charging Arab and black people in 
court with the crime of inciting racism when they complained that the 
French police were racist. What? Yes, I can’t understand how that logic can 
possibly exist without changing our brains into pink mush! 


Oh yes, living under 6 months of a 6 pm curfew and one month of an 11 
pm curfew is an impressively oppressive feeling. No doubt about it! 


We started deadly serious recordings on two new songs. We’re not fucking 
around here! We were concentrating! One of the songs, «Belly Up», talks 
about anti-depressants and the opioid crisis. ‘Timeless subject, I know! 
The other one’s provisionally called «Breathe Out» and it’s about the 
psychological effects of the virus on the collective unconscious of the 
species. It avoids politics to marvel how in only one year, we’ve started 
to become even more disgusted about our own bodies than ever before. 
When someone breathes on us, our unconscious tells us that something 
fucking repulsive is going on. This is really happening. Some people are 
even worse off and this kind of psychological problem literally tears your 
consciousness in two. It can lead to some seriously crazy shit like desperate 
people drinking bleach. We’re all Howard Hughes (a famous germaphobe) 
now! Anyway, that struck me as a fascinating (and devisive) subject matter 
for a song that integrates elements of various hardcore sub-genres of punk. 
The sessions went well and those two songs sound really great! 


So we ended up with 9 songs and a remix by Octave. Enough for an album! 
The American creative commons label Blocsonic agreed to release the 
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album and liked it so much, they commissioned loads of remixes to release 
with it! So that’s going to be a fantastic and interesting release that will be 
sure to make some waves in the fertile creative commons music scene! That 
side of the story has a happy and satisfying ending! 


Occupy! Occupy! Occupy! 


So the year dragged on and the government plunged the country into 
more lockdowns and they even banned drinking alcohol anywhere outside 
your house. A little harsh, I’d say! The government decided that the 
priority was to crack down on unemployed people and artists by reducing 
benefits by about 20%. Yeah, I know! Completely insane! So fucking 
crazy! If unemployed people can reduce their expenses by 20% [Il eat 
my motherfucking hat! After a year of extreme poverty, the government’s 
priority is to squeeze them more instead of thinking of ways to reduce the 
Covid epidemic. 


Artists, unemployed people and theatre workers across the country started 
occupying theatres and holding public events and concerts as part of a 
program of civil disobedience and mass protest. It started in Paris with 
Theatre Odeon and swept across the country with 80 other theatres joining 
the movement. Theatre de POdeon has a strong significance for French 
people as it played a big part in the 1968 revolt. 


‘They would hold open public meetings outside with discussions, shows and 
music. It reminded me of Occupy Wall Street, Nuit Debout or the Gilets 
Jaunes. Despite our fear of getting beaten to a pulp by overzealous police 
officers we started discussing with the occupiers about playing a concert in 
front of the Odeon Theatre during a public meeting, When the revolution 
comes calling, you don’t hide in a corner, you make a stand! With a certain 
trepidation, we started plotting our next concert. People in other countries 
may not even realise it but for French people in 2021, we were all so broken 
that even thinking about live music filled us with fear. We still decided to 
raise our voice, though. Incredibly, even us anarchist punks were feeling the 
effects of the constant propaganda war against music. Live music in the 
open air isn’t particularly dangerous and doesn’t really spread disease, but 
we still felt guilty about exercising our right to express our beliefs. Concerts 
were legal and authorized if they were classified as political demonstrations. 
Most of these concerts were folk music, jazz and world music. Music that 
could be considered inoffensive and non-confrontational. 
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..And the concert was cancelled just a few days before we were scheduled 
to play. Typical. It was a lot of work to organize and we were pretty 
disappointed. Were we replaced by a jazz-world fusion band? Probably! 


Well maybe we’ll get to play another concert someday but I have to say 
that under Macron’s regime, with or without Covid 19, they seem to take 
an extremely malevolent attitude to all art that doesn’t seem to be in phase 
with their neo-liberal, neo-facist worldview. It’s really one of the most 
amazing things about living in France. People outside France don’t seem to 
realize how censored and restricted culture is in this country. It’s shocking 
and difficult to believe it when it happens. I mean, most countries couldn’t 
care less what happens in the musical underground but the police in Paris 
have been wary of music since Stravinsky’s Rites of Spring in 1913. 


Party for your right to fight! 


The statistics for GOVID were at an all time low, major sporting events 
were now legal and full of people and the bars and restaurants were all full 
of people too so things were looking up for music. Seated jazz and classical 
concerts were being allowed again and selling out fast. Maybe live music in 
general would be permitted? You’d think that, wouldn’t you? 


We started making plans to play the Fete de la Musique on 21st June, 2021, 
a perfectly legal music festival in France where bands can play in the street 
or in front of bars and things like that. I know it sounds great but most 
musicians boycott it because having one day in the year where musicians 
are allowed to play music without getting hassled by the cops is just an 
obvious ploy to hide the reality of the French music scene from most 
people. Kind of like how kings allowed carnivals back in the middle ages. 


Anyway, because of Covid and all, we decided to put all that shit aside and 
play a concert at the Fete de la Musique. Of course! We’re not completely 
crazy! We wanna play! Our historical problems with the Fete de la Musique 
aren't really a big deal. Suddenly, after all we’d been through, the Fete de 
la Musique seemed like a pretty damn good idea to us! 


Everyone could see that it was definitely going to go ahead, however, the 
government started saying that they would repress any concerts outdoors 
with more than 10 people (remember that 10 people is the maximum 
number of people allowed to be together at one time). The only concerts 
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that would be legal would be seated concerts inside. Yes! You heard that 
right! Outside was once again designated as the enemy in this pandemic! 
We received an offer for a concert at the marketplace in Montreuil. A super 
spot. But it was outside! Damn! 


We were afraid of getting our equipment confiscated by the cops so we 
decided to just play a private concert for some friends in our studio. On 
Saturday night, the government legalised outdoor concerts for the Fete de 
la Musique on Monday! I shit you not! They change their damn minds 
every few days! A classic tactic of confusion and a recipe for chaos. It was 
too late now to re-organise our logistics. 


Meanwhile in Nantes in Brittany an open-air dance event was raided by 
400 hundred gendarmes like a serious terrorist organisation. The police 
showered down hundreds of concussion grenades and teargas onto the 
kids dancing. Concussion grenades are very dangerous weapons from the 
first world war that can kill you if they land on your head. They’re banned 
in most countries and have killed a number of people in various run-ins 
with police over those years. ‘The ecologist Remi Fraise is the most famous 
person to have been killed by the police in this way. 


Many kids were injured and one kid lost his hand live on facebook streaming. 
Pretty disgusting image that I can’t get out of my head. A foot or so of 
tendons flopping out of his hand as he runs with a makeshift tourniquet 
to slow the bleeding. Of course, ambulances were prevented from treating 
the wounded. The Police then carried out beatings and random acts of 
torture. These are all tactics that we’re completely used to by now. No 


surprises. It’s shocking to say that we’ve all become completely used to this 
kind of behaviour. 


The police then got out their knives and started attacking the sound 
equipment! What the fuck! It was actually funny to watch grown men 
dressed as stormtroopers, screaming at professional sound equipment 
whilst stabbing it with a knife or an axe! Er? guys! That’s a speaker, no 
need to stab it! The middle ages just called and they want their mindless 
barbarians back! The video of police kung fu kicking DJ mixers until they 
broke was particularly funny (in a sick way of course). The cops destroyed 
100,000 euros of equipment at the end of their orgy of violence. ‘There 
surely can’t be many countries with the police like that in the world, can 
there? What in the hell was going on? 
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It all seemed too strange to see such concentrated hatred by the police 
towards music and musical equipment. Then they explained that the 
dance event was also a memorial for Steve Canico from Nantes and it all 
made sense. Steve was the boy that the police had pushed into a river and 
drowned during the Fete de la Musique two years ago. ‘The DJ had put 
on a punk song by Berurier Noir against the National Front and the rise 
of facism. ‘The police didn’t like that and charged into the crowd. ‘They 
then stopped emergency services from rescuing kids that had been pushed 
into the river. So it made sense! A random boy that they had killed, filled 
them with furious hatred and that hatred was clearly a way of burying 
their personal shame for his death and their guilt about their own personal 
politics. 


Honestly, I can’t believe that I’m writing this stuff. It sounds like a scene 
from a dystopian sci-fi novel. But I guarantee that it’s 100% true! I followed 
it live on streaming and read all the articles about it before writing this! 


The police also beat and fired grenades at kids playing and listening to 
music at Place de la Republique in Paris. Completely insane because, like I 
say, 1t was all authorised by the government at the last minute. 


So we played our secret little concert in our studio and we weren't the 
only ones with that idea! Quite a few bands were doing the same thing so 
we shared audiences and even got to see other bands perform. We played 
some songs from our new album and they went down pretty well! It was a 
nice little night in the end! 
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CHAPTER 18 
Ready to Starve 





At the time of writing this, Ready to Starve isn’t out yet but there’s a good chance 
itll come out on Blocsonic records so it’l most likely be available free here: 


https://blocsonic.com 


Dripping, sweating, crying, crying, dripping, sweating, 
Bed bugs crawling, ling in my fucking bedding 
Worms wiggling in my brains all night 

Maina’s cracking til you go fucking wild 


Our new album should be coming out in October on Blocsonic records in 
America. A super cool Creative Commons label famous for some fantastic 
old-school hip hop releases and some of the most eclectic and best curated 
Creative Commons music compilations. ‘That sounds good to me! So we 
did a photoshoot with our friend, Dave Winter, and a music video with our 
friend, Gabrielle Henno-Michard. We’ll see how it turns out! 
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Remixes started flooding in from all corners of the world for the Blocsonic 
record releases and if you’ve never had your music remixed by someone 
I can tell you that it’s nearly always an incredibly flattering experience. 
Thanks everyone. 


One of the most badass remixes was by OW'TripleBang. He proposed to 
collaborate on a song so we hit the studio one last time, wrote some lyrics 
and rocked some guitars. The song was called Ready to Starve and we 
even managed to sneak a «Free Britney» shout in there. Britney Spears is 
a pop singer who put in a weird kind of slavery with her father in control 
of everything in her life. Weird and disturbing. Britney’s incredibly strange 
situation oddly resonated with me as a poetic metaphor for the deeply 
fucked up shit we’d been going through here in France. 


I didn’t think things could get any worse... then Macron took ten minutes 
out of his day to address the nation. In ten minutes, he shook the nation 
and drove a psychologically decimated population even more depressed. 


He explained that he was going to cut welfare and pensions and... he 
introduced mandatory vaccine passports to do anything and everything 
from going on a train to having a piss in a café, or watching a concert in a 
bar... or... I’m not fucking joking... going to a hospital! With some kind of 
fucking OR code! Yes! A OR code is suddenly one of the most important 
things in our life. I thought they were a fad and [’d deleted the QR code 
reader from my phone years ago. 


Marginalized groups like refugees, gypsies, Roms etc. were now completely 
locked out of all life. You have to show your ID card and your vaccination 
passport 10-15 times a day if you have a lot of stuff to do. The only people 
exempt from this law were the police and politicians. You couldn’t make 
this crazy shit up! 


Even children from 12 upwards were included in this insane law! As you 
might know, the vaccination plan was to vaccinate the old and sick first so 
no one had vaccinated their children yet. We play by Macron’s rules and 
the sun king still fucks us! Scientists didn’t even really agree on whether 
the vaccines were even appropriate for children yet! Is Macron on drugs? 
Maybe they will have made some more studies for children by the time this 
book comes out! In the meantime, I can’t even drink juice with my kids in 
a café! 
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Putting on a punk rock show can get you one year in prison and a 45,000 
euro fine now. I hope you can see the scale of this problem dawning before 
your favorite anarcho punk bands? It’s staggering. 


I don’t care who you are, every single person can’t help but be dehumanised 
by this way of life. The constant surveillance culture that we were 
successfully able to ignore on the internet came into the physical world and 
we can’t ignore the constant scanning all day. 


I saw this dehumanisation when I was a teacher. ‘The black students in the 
classes would be stopped 2-6 times a day by police officers asking for their 
ID cards. Staring at them, hoping that they’d snap so that they could beat 
another black child that day. Black kids normally held out for a year or two 
of this constant pressure before snapping. 


French culture is shaken to its very core, as not spying on your fellow 
humans when they want to buy a coffee or watch a play is against the law. 
Nobody likes that except some vile puss-filled busybody types and some of 
the most bitter security guards. This is an entirely new class of people that 
the government is trying to expand massively - those who have to check 
people’s health status absolutely everywhere you go. 


French people protested massively in the middle of the summer. Something 
that P’'d never seen before. ‘There were all types of people from every single 
political persuasion, from both political extremes and lots of people from 
the centre. Needless to say, the cops broke up the protests, beat loads of 
people and the media didn’t really talk about it except to encourage people 
to give up and accept the new world. 


Well the dystopian effects of life in 2021 keeps getting more dystopian. I 
really don’t mind showing my ID every five fucking minutes as Macron’s 
honestly broken me already but the idea that this is the sick world my 
children have to grow up in disgusts me to my very core. 


Grumpy old bastard 
You might ask me about this explosion of negativity that I’ve just vomited 
onto the page. I know it looks bad. I know if you’re reading this in New 


Zealand, a small village in the countryside or somewhere like that, I must 
seem like a big, hysterical cry baby. You must be thinking that I’ve been 
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exaggerating how bad this has all been. Maybe you’d be right! But it all 
seems pretty bad to me. It certainly felt awful! 


You might think that all the incredibly bad things we’ve been through are 
the accidental results of idiots and ’'m giving them an intelligence or ability 
that they don’t actually have. Well, to answer that, ’'d quote the «windfall 
effect», where those members of the elite that are not actively fighting 
against us in an open class war are still entirely intelligent enough to see 
a windfall coming their way and they know how to grab it when they see 
it! In 2020, the French billionaires increased their wealth more than any 
other country in the world while the majority slumped into misery, mental 
distress and poverty. 


I know you didn’t want to read all this stuff but did it anyway because you 
were almost at the end of the book. I know this is just the view of just one 
guy in Paris and might not be relevant anywhere else. I hope you’re right. 
I hope that Paris is just an exception among the other cities of the world. 
Write to me and tell me! I want to know! 


Paris is still an important capital city so my account must have some interest 
to people out there in the world. Surely? 


I know previous disasters in history have been pretty horrific too. I know 
that the stock market crash of 1929 led to mass poverty and maybe even 
contributed to the rise of facism and the second world war. I also know that 
the crash of ‘29 gave the world a wake up call and eventually gave birth 
to the welfare state a few decades later, universal healthcare, holidays and 
all kinds of amazing, cool and funky things in the 60s and 70s. There’s a 
chance that everyone’s eyes have been irreversibly opened and that people 
just won't accept the same bullshit the world went through in previous 
disasters. People around the world might really have seen our rulers and 
our systems for what they really are: physically incapable of doing good for 
us even in a fucking pandemic when it would have been pretty damn easy 
to at least help people get through it in some basic ways. 

Anyway maybe people will rise up and say, «Enough is enough! Fuck you! 
Give me my revolution now!» 


Let’s hope my next book is about our band playing the soundtrack for 
the total worldwide revolution that will sweep across the planet in 2022. 


Revolution! Right fucking now! 
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Pll leave you with Charlie Chaplin’s amazing speech from the end of ‘The 
Dictator. Unfortunately, it’s still as decimatingly and perfectly relevant as 
ever: 


«We all want to help one another. Human beings are like that. We want to 
live by each other’s happiness - not by each other’s misery. We don’t want to 
hate and despise one another. In this world there 1s room for everyone. And 
the good earth is rich and can provide for everyone. The way of life can be 
Sree and beautiful, but we have lost the way. 


Greed has poisoned men’s souls, has barricaded the world with hate, has 
goose-stepped us into misery and bloodshed. We have developed speed, but 
we have shut ourselves in. Machinery that gives abundance has left us 
in want. Our knowledge has made us cynical. Our cleverness, hard and 
unkind. We think too much and feel too little. More than machinery we 
need humanity. More than cleverness we need kindness and gentleness. 
Without these qualities, life will be violent and all will be lost... 


The aeroplane and the radio have brought us closer together. The very 
nature of these inventions cries out for the goodness in men - cries out 
Jor universal brotherhood - for the unity of us all. Even now my voice 
as reaching millions throughout the world - millions of despairing men, 
women, and little children - victims of a system that makes men torture 
and umprison tnnocent people. 


To those who can hear me, I say - do not despair. The misery that 1s now 
upon us is but the passing of greed - the bitterness of men who fear the 
way of human progress. The hate of men will pass, and dictators die, and 
the power they took from the people will return to the people. And so long 
as men die, liberty will never perish. 


Soldiers! don’t gwe yourselves to brutes - men who despise you - enslave 
you - who regiment your lives - tell you what to do - what to think and 
what to feel! Who drill _you - diet you - treat you like cattle, use you as 
cannon fodder. Don’t give yourselves to these unnatural men - machine men 
with machine minds and machine hearts! You are not machines! You are 
not cattle! You are men! You have the love of humanity n_your hearts! You 
don’t hate! Only the unloved hate - the unloved and the unnatural! Soldiers! 
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Don’t fight for slavery! Fight for liberty! 


In the 17th Chapter of St Luke it 1s written: «The Kingdom of God is 
within mam» - not one man nor a group of men, but in all men! In you! 
You, the people, have the power - the power to create machines. The power 
to create happiness! You, the people, have the power to make this life free 
and beautiful, to make this life a wonderful adventure. 


Then - in the name of democracy - let us use that power - let us all unite. 
Let us fight for a new world - a decent world that will give men a chance to 
work - that will gwe youth a future and old age a security. By the promise 
of these things, brutes have risen to power. But they he! They do not fulfil 
that promise. They never will! 


Dictators free themselves but they enslave the people! Now let us fight to 
Julfil that promise! Let us fight to free the world - to do away with national 
barners - to do away with greed, with hate and intolerance. Let us fight for 
a world of reason, a world where science and progress will lead to all men’s 
happiness. Soldiers! In the name of democracy, let us all unite)» 
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DESTROY CIWILISATION: 


The Adventures of an Anarchist Pop Punk Band from Paris 


I know what you want! 


You want a book to throw you back in time, back to the Parisian 
punk scene in the mid-2000s. That’s your dream, kids! I know 
it! You want a book to help you know what it feels like to play 
in one of France’s top anarchist pop-punk bands. You want to 
feel the heat, the sweat and sleepless nights without the real 
problem of all the bad breath and broken toilets. 


I know what you people want from me! 


You want to get lost in the insane stupidity of driving across the 
country in vans to play for half an hour at 4 in the morning 
to 4 people too drunk to remember your music the next day 
anyway. That’s your idea of a perfect book. You want to pierce 
the veil of the unfathomable urge to play punk rock in the worst 
conditions and places known to man. 


We both know that! I know what you want! 


So this book almost does that. It takes you on the fun-filled 
journey of Louis Lingg and the Bombs through France’s 
crumbling music scene before succumbing to the rabid anger, 
unknowable madness and uncontrollable despair of the Covid 
era. Hey! No book’s perfect! ‘Take the good with the bad! So 
yes, this book ends terribly in a pool of drool and tears. 


I hope that this book converts you to our values of resisting 
unjust authority, unflinching solidarity, mutual aid and radical 
love for each other and our world. Oh hell, yeah! Now you're 
talking! See you in the pit! 


